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REMEMOERINO THE PIED PIPER OF PUNK 


Warren ’SPIDER’ Hastings, a 6'-5" glowing mass 
of excitement and energy, passed away at the age j 

of 72 on Valentine's Day 2009. He was loved by EpF? / 
thousands of people around the world and will P / 

be greatly missed. Known for his PUNKFEST fes- / 

tivals, which attracted thousands of bands and / ^* 

tens of thousands of fans world wide. There is a j j 
memorial site set up at www.warrenhastings.com 

along with links to facebook groups, events sur- • ( j ^ ■■■ , ^ 

rounding this week's goings on, and urgent ap- 

peal to raise money for his funeral. BB / I J 

Spider did the sound and lights for the first Mj / |PWC * 1 

two Sex Pistols shows, after being approached by Bl j | 

Malcolm McLearan. Then hooked on punk, he dedi- EH * 

cated the rest of his life to punk and punk philoso- fljj I „ I .... |.k ... _3BMB 

phy. After returning home to Canada from England |pP 
in 1981 to attend his mother's funeral, he started to 

hold festivals on his farm called Spiderland Acres in Marmora, Ontario. These PUNKFEST festivals became 
world renowned and attracted the likes of the UK SUBS, RED ALERT, TOTAL CHAOS, DAYGLO ABORTIONS, 
THE RESTARTS, STATE OF FEAR and many more. It was not unusual to see 120-200 bands from around the 
world play on one and sometimes two stages over the three day festivals. There were four festivals each year 
by the late 80’s until the early 2000's: Spring Bash, Punkfest, Labourday Bash, and Halloween Bash. 


Welcome to the first of a 2 part feature about a very 
special man who touched the hearts of just about 
everybody who ever had the pleasure of meeting 
him. Warren “Spider” Hastings was born in Toronto 
on Friday, July 13 1936. Spider had a great passion 
for music, and was always up on the newest trend 
going back to the 50’s when he would travel to 
the states to bring jazz and blues records back to 
Toronto. In the 60’s Spider decided it was time to 
leave Toronto. So as the story goes he flipped a 
coin, heads he’d go to Vancouver, tails he would go 
to England. Well it landed tails and Spider was on 
his way across the pond! 

Once in England Spider immersed himself in 
the London music scene, eventually starting his 
own mobile DJ service, known for playing the latest 
up and coming sounds. Legend had it he was hired 
one night to DJ a party for a then unknown bunch 
of strange looking guys called THE SEX PISTOLS. 
Spider was hooked on this new thing called “punk”. 
Always very eccentric, this new scene was what 
he’d always been looking for! Spider was a GREAT 
story teller, and would always be telling stories from 
this time, like living with Vi Subversa and the Poison 
Girls (he talked about them ALL the time). 

Spider returned to Canada in the mid 80s 
to bury his mother, and settled in a small town in 
eastern Ontario called Marmora where he bought the 
land that would become the legendary “Spiderland 
Acres’. What started in the early 90s as a birthday 
party with a few of his friends bands, Punkfest 
quickly grew into one of North Americas biggest 
punk festivals, drawing bands from all over Canada 
and the U.S., and as far away as England. 

This first part of the story is an interview with 
two people that were especially close to Spider to 
get the story of “The Heaviest Show In The Uni¬ 
verse”; Jay Young and Steve Trube, both of whom 
grew up in Marmora. Jay lived with Spider at the 
acres for years, and Steve provided his unmistak¬ 
able artwork for fliers and just about anything else 
related to the fest. No one knows the history better 
than these two, and I thank them again for sharing 
with us! 

Interview done via email by Sean Boone 

PE: Growing up in Marmora, what was your first ex¬ 
perience with spider? With Punkfest? 

JAY: My first experience with going to Punkfest was play¬ 
ing for a death metal band when I was 13 called CADER- 
VOUS (CADAVEROUS?) (featuring the drummer from 
FREEDOM DENIED, Marc Hamilton). I thought we were 
going to a BBQ that some old guy threw every year! I 
had no idea, that when I showed up the place would be 
packed full of punk rockers from ail over the globe and 
that Spider was well, SPIDER. I managed to get too drunk 
to play, and the band went on without me. This was his 
Spring Bash in 1996. I left blown away from the expe¬ 
rience, how the punks were wild, yet extremely friendly 
and seemed like one huge family. Seemed like my kind of 
people. I was determined to make it back, and have my 
chance to play on the huge amphitheater under the stars. 
So I went home and teamed up with a childhood friend 
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nose, I thought the lady looked like a hog or a bull. Spi¬ 
der, because of his tall red strip of hair reminded me of a 
rooster, which is why for my childhood I referred to him 
as “The Rooster Man”. As a kid there were many stories 
about Spider on the playground, one I remember was that 
he killed people and drove around town with their bodies 
in a coffin in the back of his hearse. You know kids make 
stuff up. 

I met him ten years later In 94. Some friends of ours 
in a local a death metal band (NECROPOLIS) were all 
like, “You guys know Spider right?” I said not personally. 
They said you’re all listening to the same kind of mu¬ 
sic that he has at his parties. They told us they played 
there the year before, and it was lots of fun, and that we 
should go. So they took us to Spiderland to meet him, 
he answered the door in a pair of tighty-whities and said, 
“C’mon in!” and we were introduced. His loud boisterous 
voice drew away from the fact he had no pants on, he told 
us we were invited to come to his party, and mentioned he 
needed help building his new stage, which was needed 
because what he had used the three years before was 
the back porch of his house that was burned down by 
some redneck locals. So me and a couple of my friends 
offered to help, and we went out and moved a bunch of 
plywood, and helped place it onto the frame of the infa¬ 
mous Amphitheater Under the Stars. Thus, this was my 
first contributions to Punkfest, unknowing at the time how 
all this was about to change my life. 

PE: What was it like before you started going to the 
fest, when tons of stinking crushes would converge 
on Marmora for Punkfest? What did you think? 

JAY: Spider and I both loved it! The people of Marmora 
either loved or hated Spider, there was rarely an in be¬ 
tween. When the punks would come, the town people felt 
the same way, to them they were just a bunch of little 
Spiders running around, kind of like the eggs in his web 
had hatched, and the town would be flooded with all these 
baby Spiders. The punks were wild, but friendly. I’d hear 
stories about people stealing lawn chairs to bring out to 
the nartv saueecieeina on main street, skinnv dioDinu 


Then there was the music... During around 91-93, 

I had been listening to bands like MUDHONEY, L7, BAD 
RELIGION, DK, BUTTHOLE SURFERS AND DAYGLO 
ABORTIONS. As well as attending small “punk” shows 
in Belleville at the Hillcrest community center. The crowd 
consisted of a lot of skateboarders, Grunge kids, rock n 
roll type hippies, Industrial gothic types; basically it was 
a Jock free zone. The music was usually grungy, or what 
maybe at the time was Emo, but there were a few bands 
that would play every so often that would really capture 
my attention like, SHOTMAKER, who I later discov¬ 
ered were a quite influential band in the 90’s, WADGE, 
the loudest fastest heaviest one man band I have ever 
seen, and my personal favorite MR. NOBODY, who were 
straight up HC Punk rock. It was at the end of one of their 
sets when they announced they were on the bill to play 
Punkfest in Marmora and made a comment like most of 
the crowd couldn’t handle it anyway, that got me even 
more psyched to attend. 

At Punkfest the music I could hear people playing 
from radios and car stereos was generally fast, loud, an¬ 
gry and snotty, the kind of music I wanted to hear more 
of. A couple of times I approached some people listen¬ 
ing to their music, and asked what they were listening 
to. I would get this attitude from them like it was out of 
my league, which kind of made sense considering I was 


ty?!!!” I said, “This is awesome!” I explained though how I 
didn’t realize the punks hatred for hippies and nature, as 
the band on stage screamed about how they weren’t gra¬ 
nola heads, and earlier had watched a couple of punks 
beat the shit out of a small bush, yelling, “Fuck nature, 
we’re not hippies!” He said “Fuck them. You don’t have to 
listen to any one, if they want to think that, let them. You 
think what you want, and enjoy this kick ass party!” * 

So I took his advice, and did just that. I didn’t wear 
the DINOSAUR JR shirt the rest of the weekend, or again 
for that matter. 

PE: Jay, you lived up at the acres for quite awhile, 
what was that like? 

JAY: Awesome! At the time, I thought it was rough and 
couldn’t wait for my life to improve. But now that it has, 

I wish it hadn’t and wish I was still there. I really regret 
leaving when I did. Spider insisted that I go back to high 
school while I was there, to get my education, so I did. The 
summers were great, no school, beautiful weather, working 
on the farm, lots of parties, shows and visitors. The winters 
were tough though. The cabins (or shack’s) weren’t very 
well insulated, if at all. The stoves weren’t very efficient, 
and there was no hydro or running water. I remember wak¬ 
ing up for school in the morning on several occasions, and 
my boots would be frozen solid. I couldn’t get them on to 
go to school. I’d call the school and tell them from Spider’s 
phone, they were pretty sympathetic. I’m sure everyone 
thought I was crazy for living in such extreme conditions. 
But I still say it was the greatest decision I ever made. 

We never had any food, money, or smokes. But 
Spider made sure we’d have our family dinner every 
night, and then afterwards he’d rent a movie for us to 
watch and give us each a joint to smoke. So at the end of 
the day, we all knew we’d be well taken care of. The only 
thing he didn’t do is tuck us into bed! We were like the 
kids he didn’t have. And he treated us like that, through 
the good and the bad. I spent about three or four years liv¬ 
ing at Spiderland Acres, and they were the greatest years 
of my life, spending it with the greatest man I’ve ever met. 
STEVE: I also lived at Spiderland for a bit, during the win¬ 
ter of 2000/2001. 

Living at Spiderland does take a bit of getting use to, 
especially the winter. I stayed in the back cabin on the “Is¬ 
land”. It wasn’t really an island but you had to cross an ap¬ 
proximately 50ft long foot bridge to get to it. There is no run¬ 
ning water out there, so you would have to keep jugs of water 
on hand. I would go to the spring with Spider to fill all the 
empty jugs on the property for everyone who would be living 
there. I would have to get wood for the wood stove, which 






Spider returned to Canada in the mid 80s 
to bury his mother, and settled in a small town in 
eastern Ontario called Marmora where he bought the 
land that would become the legendary "Spiderland 
Acres’What started in the early 90s as a birthday 
party with a few of his friends bands, Punkfest 
quickly grew into one of North Americas biggest 
punk festivals, drawing bands from all over Canada 
and the U.S., and as far away as England. 

This first part of the story is an interview with 
two people that were especially close to Spider to 
get the story of "The Heaviest Show In The Uni¬ 
verse”; Jay Young and Steve Trube, both of whom 
grew up in Marmora. Jay lived with Spider at the 
acres for years, and Steve provided his unmistak¬ 
able artwork for fliers and just about anything else 
related to the fest. No one knows the history better 
than these two, and I thank them again for sharing 
with us! 

Interview done via email by Sean Boone 

PE: Growing up in Marmora, what was your first ex¬ 
perience with spider? With Punkfest? 

JAY: My first experience with going to Punkfest was play¬ 
ing for a death metal band when I was 13 called CADER- 
VOUS (CADAVEROUS?) (featuring the drummer from 
FREEDOM DENIED, Marc Hamilton). I thought we were 
going to a BBQ that some old guy threw every year! I 
had no idea, that when I showed up the place would be 
packed full of punk rockers from all over the globe and 
that Spider was well, SPIDER. I managed to get too drunk 
to play, and the band went on without me. This was his 
Spring Bash in 1996. I left blown away from the expe¬ 
rience, how the punks were wild, yet extremely friendly 
and seemed like one huge family. Seemed like my kind of 
people. I was determined to make it back, and have my 
chance to play on the huge amphitheater under the stars. 
So I went home and teamed up with a childhood friend 
of mine, Chris Embury, and we created a noise proj¬ 
ect called DEATH TO PIGS (the name was inspired by 
Charles Manson’s vision). Chris never showed up, I think 
his parents wouldn’t let him, the name was on the poster, 
but I didn’t make it up on the stage to play. But, what I did 
get out of that weekend was a passion for punk. I went 
home from that party and threw away all my Nirvana and 
Gun’s N Roses albums and started replacing them with 
7”’s by bands like WHOREHOUSE OF REPRESENTA¬ 
TIVES, TOXIC NARCOTIC and URBN DK. These bands 
really opened my eyes to what really good music is, and 
more importantly that the life that was ‘laid out for me’ was 
bullshit. I instantly rebelled and decided that I was better 
off creating my own path and decided to move to Toronto 
(which I’d never been to) and become a street kid at 14. 

After two years of squeegeeing and sleeping in 
parks, I met Spider at a PETER AND THE TEST TUBE 
BABIES concert. This was the first time I was actually 
able to hang out with Spider. We went behind the club and 
smoked a joint. He’d tell me about his farm (Spiderland 
Acres) and how he was way behind on the organizing for 
Punkfest, and that he was also behind on the work that 
needed to be done on the farm (the gardens, chopping 
wood, etc). I was quickly convinced to hang out with him 
for the night and have him take me to his farm to help with 
these things. I told him I’d stay for two weeks and then go 
back to my city-street kid life after that. After really getting 
to know him, his intelligence, attitudes, opinions and life 
style, I decided to stay and move into one of his cabins. 

Spider raised me from a teenage rebel who hated 
everything and had little desire to live, to a teenage rebel 
who could love and appreciate life. Spider used to say 
things like “everything is bullshit! But fuck them! I’m hav¬ 
ing fun, and I don’t give a fuck”! That was the attitude 
I needed to convince myself that maybe life was worth 
living, and that its all what you make it, fuck them! That 


der, because of his tall red strip of hair reminded me of a 
rooster, which is why for my childhood I referred to him 
as “The Rooster Man”. As a kid there were many stories 
about Spider on the playground, one I remember was that 
he killed people and drove around town with their bodies 
in a coffin in the back of his hearse. You know kids make 
stuff up. 

I met him ten years later In 94. Some friends of ours 
in a local a death metal band (NECROPOLIS) were all 
like, “You guys know Spider right?” I said not personally. 
They said you’re all listening to the same kind of mu¬ 
sic that he has at his parties. They told us they played 
there the year before, and it was lots of fun, and that we 
should go. So they took us to Spiderland to meet him, 
he answered the door in a pair of tighty-whities and said, 
“C’mon in!” and we were introduced. His loud boisterous 
voice drew away from the fact he had no pants on, he told 
us we were invited to come to his party, and mentioned he 
needed help building his new stage, which was needed 
because what he had used the three years before was 
the back porch of his house that was burned down by 
some redneck locals. So me and a couple of my friends 
offered to help, and we went out and moved a bunch of 
plywood, and helped place it onto the frame of the infa¬ 
mous Amphitheater Under the Stars. Thus, this was my 
first contributions to Punkfest, unknowing at the time how 
all this was about to change my life. 

PE: What was it like before you started going to the 
fest, when tons of stinking crushes would converge 
on Marmora for Punkfest? What did you think? 

JAY: Spider and I both loved it! The people of Marmora 
either loved or hated Spider, there was rarely an in be¬ 
tween. When the punks would come, the town people felt 
the same way, to them they were just a bunch of little 
Spiders running around, kind of like the eggs in his web 
had hatched, and the town would be flooded with all these 
baby Spiders. The punks were wild, but friendly. I’d hear 
stories about people stealing lawn chairs to bring out to 
the party, squeegeeing on main street, skinny dipping 
downtown and just general shenanigans. Spider and I 
thought all these stories were hilarious! We loved it! We 
both felt it was good for the community to see what life 
was like on the other side, we felt like we were giving 
them a bit of culture in their otherwise boring town. 
STEVE: It was only three years going before I first went 
out, the parties were smaller the first two years, more like 
a private birthday party with bands for Spider. So you 
would see some people around with bright hair. I just fig¬ 
ured Spider the rooster man had some friends down for a 
visit. I remember seeing a tall lady with pink hair walking a 
pink poodle, and thought, that’s something you don’t see 
every day in Marmora. 

PE: Please tell us a bit about the early days (mid 
90’s),the carnival rides, the house getting burned etc.. 
JAY: I can’t talk too much about the early 90’s, as that was 
before my time. That would be better for Steve to answer. 
STEVE: Well, like I said, I never went to the first 3 parties, 
but it was in 93 that I saw the first Punkest poster. It was 
posted on the door of the local Pizza shop in Marmora. 
I remember reading it and really wanting to check it out. 
There was a whole bunch of bands listed, with some real¬ 
ly crazy sounding names like BUNCHOFUCKINGOOFS, 
POLLITIKILLINCORECT, as well as special guests from 
England, the U.K. SUBS. It said there was a Midway and 
carnival rides. I was like, ‘Really!?’... But I couldn’t find 
anyone who I could convince to go out with me, people I 
knew thought punk Rockers’ were a bunch of crazy psy¬ 
chos, and would get beat up or worse. So that weekend 
I went with some high school friends to the Water Front 
“Folklaramma” festival. A music fest in Belleville, (closest 
small city in the county) We got into two fights, one brawl, 
and later that night me and a buddy of mine (with a bro¬ 
ken arm) got chased through a parking lot into an ally by 


I had been listening to bands like MUDHONEY, L7, BAD 
RELIGION, DK, BUTTHOLE SURFERS AND DAYGLO 
ABORTIONS. As well as attending small “punk” shows 
in Belleville at the Hillcrest community center. The crowd 
consisted of a lot of skateboarders, Grunge kids, rock n 
roll type hippies, Industrial gothic types; basically it was 
a Jock free zone. The music was usually grungy, or what 
maybe at the time was Emo, but there were a few bands 
that would play every so often that would really capture 
my attention like, SHOTMAKER, who I later discov¬ 
ered were a quite influential band in the 90’s, WADGE, 
the loudest fastest heaviest one man band I have ever 
seen, and my personal favorite MR. NOBODY, who were 
straight up HC Punk rock. It was at the end of one of their 
sets when they announced they were on the bill to play 
Punkfest in Marmora and made a comment like most of 
the crowd couldn’t handle it anyway, that got me even 
more psyched to attend. 

At Punkfest the music I could hear people playing 
from radios and car stereos was generally fast, loud, an¬ 
gry and snotty, the kind of music I wanted to hear more 
of. A couple of times I approached some people listen¬ 
ing to their music, and asked what they were listening 
to. I would get this attitude from them like it was out of 
my league, which kind of made sense considering I was 


my boots would be frozen solid. I couldn’t get them on to 
go to school. I’d call the school and tell them from Spider’s 
phone, they were pretty sympathetic. I’m sure everyone 
thought I was crazy for living in such extreme conditions. 
But I still say it was the greatest decision I ever made. 

We never had any food, money, or smokes. But 
Spider made sure we’d have our family dinner every 
night, and then afterwards he’d rent a movie for us to 
watch and give us each a joint to smoke. So at the end of 
the day, we all knew we’d be well taken care of. The only 
thing he didn’t do is tuck us into bed! We were like the 
kids he didn’t have. And he treated us like that, through 
the good and the bad. I spent about three or four years liv¬ 
ing at Spiderland Acres, and they were the greatest years 
of my life, spending it with the greatest man I’ve ever met. 
STEVE: I also lived at Spiderland for a bit, during the win¬ 
ter of 2000/2001. 

Living at Spiderland does take a bit of getting use ty, 
especially the winter. I stayed in the back cabin on the “Is¬ 
land”. It wasn’t really an island but you had to cross an ap¬ 
proximately 50ft long foot bridge to get to it. There is no run¬ 
ning water out there, so you would have to keep jugs of water 
on hand. I would go to the spring with Spider to fill all the 
empty jugs on the property for everyone who would be living 
there. I would have to get wood for the wood stove, which 



GLOBAL HOLOCAUST perform an impromptu set in the woods 


I would burn sparingly to make it last. I would warm water 
on the wood stove to have the occasional sponge bath, and 
make some instant coffee or tea. I didn’t find it too bad. 

At the time, I didn’t have much money if any, and 
I was earning my keep by doing chores on the property 
for Spider; shoveling snow collecting water and any other 
such things that needed done. I was also expected to stay 
behind whenever Spider planned on going away for a few 
days, which really did suck. I was used to going out with 
Spider, catching shows in Toronto , Montreal or wherever. 
So it was kind of crummy to shovel out the entire driveway 
so he could go out, bringing others with him to party, while 
I stayed to watch the place. But he really did need some¬ 
one to watch the acres when he was gone, because he 
seemed to be constantly targeted by thieves, whenever 
they knew he was gone, they would strike. 

One night while he was gone, I heard voices out 
at the end of the driveway on the road, they were say- 
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wearing baggy skater pants and an XL dinosaur Jr. shirt. 
Kurt Cobain had died earlier that year. Kids I knew were 
still kind of upset about it, but at Punkfest to my surprise, it 
was almost celebrated. I saw a girl with a shirt that said on 
it in black magic marker “Kurt is Dead and so is Grunge”. 
From the stage I heard a joke, “What color were Kurt Co¬ 
bains eyes when he died? Blue! One blew this way the 
other blew that way!”. I realized that this was total Hard 
Core Punk, nothing at all like the shows I had been to, 
and I was taking it all in and loving it. 

I ended up doing some acid I bought off some punks 
for a dollar and was tripping, I sat on the hill watching the 
show. I was loving the mosh pit, it was nuts! I would do a 
little moshing and slamming at the Hillcrest shows with a 
couple of others who would get into it, but the crowd would 
always get pissy and try to make us stop. They hated us 
stepping on their sandal wearing feet. At Punkfest though, 
it was mayhem in the pit. I was high, and decided to get up 







eui uaneu l/cmi n iu rius pe name was inspired oy 
Charles Manson’s vision). Chris never showed up, I think 
his parents wouldn’t let him, the name was on the poster, 
but I didn’t make it up on the stage to play. But, what I did 
get out of that weekend was a passion for punk. I went 
home from that* party and threw away all my Nirvana and 
Gun’s N Roses albums and started replacing them with 
7”’s by bands like WHOREHOUSE OF REPRESENTA¬ 
TIVES, TOXIC NARCOTIC and URBN DK. These bands 
really opened my eyes to what really good music is, and 
more importantly that the life that was ‘laid out for me’ was 
bullshit. I instantly rebelled and decided that I was better 
off creating my own path and decided to move to Toronto 
(which I’d never been to) and become a street kid at 14. 

After two years of squeegeeing and sleeping in 
parks, I met Spider at a PETER AND THE TEST TUBE 
BABIES concert. This was the first time I was actually 
able to hang out with Spider. We went behind the club and 
smoked a joint. He’d tell me about his farm (Spiderland 
Acres) and how he was way behind on the organizing for 
Punkfest, and that he was also behind on the work that 
needed to be done on the farm (the gardens, chopping 
wood, etc). I was quickly convinced to hang out with him 
for the night and have him take me to his farm to help with 
these things. I told him I’d stay for two weeks and then go 
back to my city-street kid life after that. After really getting 
to know him, his intelligence, attitudes, opinions and life 
style, I decided to stay and move into one of his cabins. 

Spider raised me from a teenage rebel who hated 
everything and had little desire to live, to a teenage rebel 
who could love and appreciate life. Spider used to say 
things like “everything is bullshit! But fuck them! I’m hav¬ 
ing fun, and I don’t give a fuck”! That was the attitude 
I needed to convince myself that maybe life was worth 
living, and that its all what you make it, fuck them! That 
you didn’t need the life that was laid out for you, you 
didn’t have to fall into the bullshit and fuck people over 
to survive. You could live life on your own terms and do 
whatever you wanted, which actually leads to the happi¬ 
est existence possible. 

STEVE :The first time I saw Spider I was five years old. 

I went to the grocery store with my mom, and there he 
was. When you’re a little kid, everyone is big, but Spider 
being almost 7ft tall with a 1ft mohawk seemed like a gi¬ 
ant to me. Then I heard his voice, “OH WELL, ANOTHER 
LOSER!” he had a stack of about a dozen scratch lot¬ 
tery ticket’s he was trying to get lucky with. I just stood 
there staring at him scratching away. I wasn’t sure what 
to think. Not only had I never saw anyone who looked or 
spoke like him but I never saw anyone buy so many lot¬ 
tery tickets before. Finally my mom came and took me by 
the hand telling me that it’s impolite to stare at people. At 
the checkout, we ended up behind him and this lady who 
was with him, she too looked very different than anyone 
I had ever seen, with big teased up hair, lots of bright 
makeup around her eyes, spanning almost to her ears, 
which were pierced with chains that went across her face 
and attached to studs in her nostrils. I couldn’t help star¬ 
ing until she turned to glare at me which frightened me 
and I quickly turn away. I could see them going to the 
car, which being five I thought was a limo. My mom later 
explained to me that it was the kind of car that is used to 
carry dead people in a coffin for funerals called a Hearse. 

I thought often about the strange people I saw at 
the grocery store, and maybe it was because I grew up 
in the country, but because of the ring hanging from her 
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thought all these stories were hilarious! We loved it! We 
both felt it was good for the community to see what life 
was like on the other side, we felt like we were giving 
them a bit of culture in their otherwise boring town. 
STEVE: It was only three years going before I first went 
out, the parties were smaller the first two years, more like 
a private birthday party with bands for Spider. So you 
would see some people around with bright hair. I just fig¬ 
ured Spider the rooster man had some friends down for a 
visit. I remember seeing a tall lady with pink hair walking a 
pink poodle, and thought, that’s something you don’t see 
every day in Marmora. 

PE: Please tell us a bit about the early days (mid 
90’s),the carnival rides, the house getting burned etc.. 
JAY: I can’t talk too much about the early 90’s, as that was 
before my time. That would be better for Steve to answer. 
STEVE: Well, like I said, I never went to the first 3 parties, 
but it was in 93 that I saw the first Punkest poster. It was 
posted on the door of the local Pizza shop in Marmora. 

I remember reading it and really wanting to check it out. 
There was a whole bunch of bands listed, with some real¬ 
ly crazy sounding names like BUNCHOFUCKINGOOFS, 
POLLITIKILLINCORECT, as well as special guests from 
England, the U.K. SUBS. It said there was a Midway and 
carnival rides. I was like, ‘Really!?’... But I couldn’t find 
anyone who I could convince to go out with me, people I 
knew thought punk Rockers’ were a bunch of crazy psy¬ 
chos, and would get beat up or worse. So that weekend 
I went with some high school friends to the Water Front 
“Folklaramma” festival. A music fest in Belleville, (closest 
small city in the county) We got into two fights, one brawl, 
and later that night me and a buddy of mine (with a bro¬ 
ken arm) got chased through a parking lot into an ally by 
a car load of Jocks throwing beer bottles and beating the 
roof of the car with a baseball bat. After that weekend, 

I promised myself I was going to the Punkfest instead, 
which I did, for many years to follow. 

Punkfest 94 was my first year out. Like I mentioned, 

I met Spider and offered to help with the stage earlier that 
week, and I saw the empty sites where people could camp. 

I saw the empty hill in front of the stage being built. I could 
not have even imagined what it had transformed into when 
I arrived at Spiderland the first day. It was like a small vil¬ 
lage was forming. The front of the property looked like a 
parking lot full of cars and vans, with license plates from 
all over Canada and the States. I had no idea people were 
willing to travel so far to my little town for Spiders’ Party. 
Walking down the trail towards the stage was something 
else; the campsites were filling up with punks, punks, 
and more punks! Some of the sites had Banners with the 
names of the bands who camped there, as well as the 
city’s they were from. So there was Little New York, Little 
Boston, Little Philly and many other North American cit¬ 
ies with campsites. It was like walking through the Punk 
scenes of across the continent, one after the other. 

All kinds of crazy stuff was happening up and down 
the trail on the way to the stage, everyone was truly party¬ 
ing like they seriously didn’t give a fuck! People already 
passing out in the middle of the trail, signs directing you to 
drugs for sale, some kids were giving Mohawks with scis¬ 
sors and Bic razors for beer, drugs or money. A few others 
must have been hot cause’ they were strolling around in 
just their boots and maybe a dog collar or something. It 
was simply the most wild party I had ever been to at 16. 


wearing baggy skater pants and an XL dinosaur Jr. shirt. 
Kurt Cobain had died earlier that year. Kids I knew were 
still kind of upset about it, but at Punkfest to my surprise, it 
was almost celebrated. I saw a girl with a shirt that said on 
it in black magic marker “Kurt is Dead and so is Grunge”. 
From the stage I heard a joke, “What color were Kurt Co¬ 
bains eyes when he died? Blue! One blew this way the 
other blew that way!”. I realized that this was total Hard 
Core Punk, nothing at all like the shows I had been to, 
and I was taking it all in and loving it. 

I ended up doing some acid I bought off some punks 
for a dollar and was tripping, I sat on the hill watching the 
show. I was loving the mosh pit, it was nuts! I would do a 
little moshing and slamming at the Hillcrest shows with a 
couple of others who would get into it, but the crowd would 
always get pissy and try to make us stop. They hated us 
stepping on their sandal wearing feet. At Punkfest though, 
it was mayhem in the pit. I was high, and decided to get up 
the nerve to join in. When the MC on stage announced that 
the next band was all the way from California I thought, 
‘Wow! All that way to play here in Marmora!’ The band 
was called MULTIPLE CHOICE, who later became FUCK- 
FACE. The raging sound of their brand of HC was drawing 
me in. I realized this is what I have been searching for, 
and ran down the hill straight for the pit and jumped in, 
thrashing and throwing myself about, falling down and re¬ 
alizing that there were hands reaching out to help me up. 

I decided I had found my people. In the same pit, I saw a 
fight break out. I realized the instigator was a local guy I 
had recognized from around town. He was in the pit, figur¬ 
ing it was a free for all brawl, punching the shit out of some 
punk, who got away from him, and onto the stage bleeding 
and yelling into the mic “There is some ass hole in the pit 
who doesn’t know how to dance!” I actually joined in with 
the crowd who turned on the local, telling him he was out 
numbered and to fuck off. It was awesome and for the first 
time, I had a sense of unity with like minded people. The 
band played on, and I still remember that they had this gi¬ 
ant west coast bug flapping around inside the bass drum 
for its life, to the rapid beat if my new favorite style of music, 
HARD CORE PUNK!!! 

There was so much madness at those parties! Bus 
loads of Quebec French punks with dust. Fights on stage 
between bands wanting to go on next, and verbal dis¬ 
putes between the crowd and bands on stage, to do with 
the politics of the bands lyrics. 

Later that first night I was there, I found Spider sit¬ 
ting on the hill with a bunch of people enjoying the show. 
He saw me and yelled “So What Do You Think of My Par- 


I would bum sparingly to make it last. I would warm water 
on the wood stove to have the occasional sponge bath, and 
make some instant coffee or tea. I didn’t find it too bad. 

At the time, I didn’t have much money if any, and 
I was earning my keep by doing chores on the property 
for Spider; shoveling snow collecting water and any other 
such things that needed done. I was also expected to stay 
behind whenever Spider planned on going away for a few 
days, which really did suck. I was used to going out with 
Spider, catching shows in Toronto , Montreal or wherever. 
So it was kind of crummy to shovel out the entire driveway 
so he could go out, bringing others with him to party, while 
I stayed to watch the place. But he really did need some¬ 
one to watch the acres when he was gone, because he 
seemed to be constantly targeted by thieves, whenever 
they knew he was gone, they would strike. 

One night while he was gone, I heard voices out 
at the end of the driveway on the road, they were say¬ 
ing things like, “Yeah, Spiders’ not here, we’ll go check.” I 
started thinking, I am here to protect the place, so I armed 
myself with a tire iron and walked to the end of the foot 
bridge waiting in the dark just in case. Some local type 
dude came walking up towards his house, so I left the 
Iron by a tree and confronted him. He said he was look¬ 
ing for Spider, and I said he’s not home and he left. I sat 
up a few hours in case they came back, but it was fine. 
Although I didn’t get to join Spider for many of the shows 
he went to that winter, he made it up to me by cooking 
a few big dinners, and treating me to some of his nice 
winter style beers. One night the two of us got shitfaced 
together, having a riot of a time. He was blasting the hard¬ 
core as he told old stories and we joked and laughed, 
even argued about something we didn’t agree on. Every 
so often he would be banging his head then stop and blurt 
out, “WHAT FUCK’N TOWN ARE WE IN ANY WAY!?!.. 
WaHoooooo!!!” Man, I miss that ol’ Fart... 

PE: Spider was always there for people who needed a 
place to go. Were there a lot of kids coming up to the 
acres to stay, clean up etc? 

JAY. People would always come and go from Spiderland. 
In my opinion it was the best spot to clean up your act. 
Spider was an ex-heroin addict and alcoholic, so he had 
the life experience to help people in the same situation. 
But many people wouldn’t stick around for long. Spider’s 
door was always open for anyone. Most people would 
spend a couple of months in the summer, and then even¬ 
tually go back to the city. I had very little desire to live in 
the city after seeing how beautiful the country was. Most 






PART ONE 


people didn’t find the fun in working on a farm, and got 
bored without their punk shows every night, and easier 
access to money, etc. A lot of people went back to the 
city, clean off drugs and level headed, definitely improved. 
Sometimes it only takes a couple of months of being sur¬ 
rounded by like-minded people, love, and Spider’s life 
lessons to set you straight. 

STEVE: Oh sure, There was always other people living 
at Spiderland, not always just punks either. Spider was 
always willing to help those in need if he could. Like Ann, 
the 90 something year old animal activist lady from the 
house next to him. She ended up losing her house and 
everything due to debts and whatnot. So for about the 
last four or five years of her life, Spider took her in and 
took care of her. She was becoming very senile, and even 
before her loss, Spider was helping her by picking up her 
groceries and other things she needed, like pet food. She 
took in a lot of animals, but was not fit to take care of her¬ 
self, let alone the many litters of cats or dogs she claimed 
to be saving. The conditions she lived in were not fit for 
her, or the animals. But she valued animal lives more than 
humans, so you couldn’t tell her that. That I think is what 
Spider liked about her though. 

He even got her going to shows. He brought her out 
to see the SEX PISTOLS reunion tour and she loved it. 
After that, every time we showed up and he was getting 
ready, she knew we were going someplace for a show 
and would persistently say “Spider, Spider, where are you 
going? I want to come, take me with you, I want to go too.” 
so she would come. Spider had this way of bringing the 
punk out in just about anybody. 

As far as punks staying at the acres, there were quite 
a few. Some just needed to get away from the big city for 
various reasons, some were in trouble, some were victims 
of assault, some were dope sick, others were just travel¬ 
ers who knew they were near Spiderland and decided just 
to go there because they knew Spider probably wouldn’t 
care, or he picked them up hitch hiking and told them they 
could camp and stay a while. Some stayed for days, weeks, 
months and years. Because I was from the area most who 
came to stay became my friends, which I think was anoth¬ 
er quality about Spider and Punkfest. Many of the people 
I know today I probably wouldn’t have gotten to know as 
friends, if not at all, because of him and his parties. I’m sure 
there are many others who would agree with me on that. 

PE: Why did the test get moved (please tell about the 
IWarlbank, Bancroft tests)? 

JAY: The township was always trying to give Spider shit for 
throwing the parties. The township was always concerned 
about what the tourists would think when their small town 
of about 1000 doubled in population, due to the punk rock¬ 
ers arriving. But it’s not against the law to throw a party on 
private property, right? In 1996 the people of Ontario voted 
in a Conservative Premier named Mike Harris. Through a 
letter writing campaign that the members of the Marmora 
and Lake town council set up. Mike Harris banned such 
an event from happening, unless you asked permission 
from the township and got the proper permits. If you had 
any more than 50 people on your property at any time, a 
permit was necessary. This would also include things like 
family reunions, which were technically outlawed without 
a permit, but were never enforced. This is how Mike Har¬ 
ris dealt with a lot of “problems", create rules and laws 
that were lenient, so the local politicians and police could 
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Kieran demonstrating heroic drinking techniques 
during a lull between bands at Punkfest 1996. 

profits from his parties and donations of dog and cat food 
were given to St. Francis to help them carry on their mis¬ 
sion of housing and feeding animals without a home. Spi¬ 
der also took animals in all the time to live at Spiderland. 
When I lived there, there were about 6 dogs and about 10 
cats who called Spiderland home. Local people knew that 
Spider was passionate about animals and would give them 
a great life, so people used to drive into Spiderland late at 
night, if they had a pet they didn’t want anymore, and just 
drop it off, as opposed to putting the animal down. Spider 
didn’t mind. He’d take in anybody! And he was happy to 
save as many animals as he can from euthanasia. 

PE: Most memorable performance? 

JAY: STATE OF FEAR, I remember hearing the opening 
chords of Regress to Nowhere, and just shit my pants. I 
was and am a huge STATE OF FEAR fan, and had no 
idea that they were playing, I think they just kinda showed 
up, set up their gear and blew everyone away. THE RE¬ 
STARTS are another, the Job Club demo had just come 
out, and we were all huge ARMED AND HAMMERED 
fans (Kieran left A&H and formed THE RESTARTS in 
England). We played the shit out of that demo. I thought 
then and still think that it is one of the greatest punk al¬ 
bums ever recorded. Seeing them at Punkfest was one of 
greatest memory’s, it really doesn’t get any better. 
STEVE: Most memorable?... heh heh, that’s a good one, 
with so many bands and substance abuse at those par¬ 
ties, I’m surprised I remember anything! I already told 
about my first Punkfest mosh pit. I remember seeing the 
QUEERS, BLANKS 77, RED ALERT, Torontos’ ULCER. I 
remember seeing SUB MACHINE there for the first time. 

I was a mess sitting on the hill at like 4 or 5 am, the stage 
looked like a glowing floating rectangle in the dark with a 
really raw sounding band and this crazy mad man liter¬ 
ally bouncing around all over the stage, doing half back 
flips onto his head, ass dropping and body slamming the 
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to put out a record! This was the impetus of what is now 
my third financial bail out PE—although this time I de¬ 
cided not to quit my day job! While working on our web 
site I accidentally wiped out the PE message board. 
Having grown weary of running it for seven years, I de¬ 
cided to let it go away rather than restoring it to opera¬ 
tion. Leffer and Heio picked up the banner and about a 
month later a new forum totally independent of PE was 









going? I want to come, take me with you, I want to go too.” 
so she would come. Spider had this way of bringing the 
punk out in just about anybody. 

As far as punks staying at the acres, there were quite 
a few. Some just needed to get away from the big city for 
various reasons, some were in trouble, some were victims 
of assault, some were dope sick, others were just travel¬ 
ers who knew they were near Spiderland and decided just 
to go there because they knew Spider probably wouldn’t 
care, or he picked them up hitch hiking and told them they 
could camp and stay a while. Some stayed for days, weeks, 
months and years. Because I was from the area most who 
came to stay became my friends, which I think was anoth¬ 
er quality about Spider and Punkfest. Many of the people 
I know today I probably wouldn’t have gotten to know as 
friends, if not at all, because of him and his parties. I’m sure 
there are many others who would agree with me on that. 

PE: Why did the test get moved (please tell about the 
Marlbank, Bancroft tests)? 

JAY: The township was always trying to give Spider shit for 
throwing the parties. The township was always concerned 
about what the tourists would think when their small town 
of about 1000 doubled in population, due to the punk rock¬ 
ers arriving. But it’s not against the law to throw a party on 
private property, right? In 1996 the people of Ontario voted 
in a Conservative Premier named Mike Harris. Through a 
letter writing campaign that the members of the Marmora 
and Lake town council set up. Mike Harris banned such 
an event from happening, unless you asked permission 
from the township and got the proper permits. If you had 
any more than 50 people on your property at any time, a 
permit was necessary. This would also include things like 
family reunions, which were technically outlawed without 
a permit, but were never enforced. This is how Mike Har¬ 
ris dealt with a lot of “problems”, create rules and laws 
that were lenient, so the local politicians and police could 
choose when to enforce and when not to. Technically, a 
yard sale or a lemonade stand in Ontario is against the law 
without a permit. It would be up to the local police to decide 
whether they’d let little Timmy have his lemonade stand or 
not. The local politicians decided to shut Spider down and 
put an injunction against him, threatening him with jail time 
if he threw an out-door event. So he moved the party in his 
barn! A perfect loop-hole. That worked great for a year or 
so, until one of the locals burned his barn to the ground, 
putting an end to that. Spider was forced to move the par¬ 
ties to different towns out of the Marmora and Lakes Town¬ 
ship. The properties were always found at the last minute 
with very little advertising, Spider relied on word of mouth 
from the punks to find out the directions to the parties. And 
worse case if they didn’t know, they could come to his 
house at Spiderland and find out from someone there. He 
always tried to stay one step in front of the council, so they 
couldn’t shut down the party before it happened. Spider 
believed that these laws were created specifically to shut 
0own Punkfest, which is illegal to create a law specifically 
geared towards one person, but Spider could never prove 
this to be the case. 

PE: What were some of the highlights/lowlights of the 
fests back then? 

JAY: The lows were definitely fighting with the township 
over his right to throw a party. It was an ugly battle that 
really brought Spider down. Another low was the unfortu¬ 
nate suicide that occurred. When a beautiful, but suicidal 
woman decided that she wanted her favorite place on 
earth to be her final resting spot. That was extremely up¬ 
setting to Spider. \He was so upset that he was unaware 
of her intentions and wished he could’ve helped the girl, 
like he had helped me with my depression and suicidal 
thoughts. Spider met the girl’s family and attended her 
funeral. It broke all of our hearts when that happened. 
All of us punks that attended these parties felt like family, 
and although Spider and I may not have ever met her, 


profits from his parties and donations of dog and cat food 
were given to St. Francis to help them carry on their mis¬ 
sion of housing and feeding animals without a home. Spi¬ 
der also took animals in all the time to live at Spiderland. 
When I lived there, there were about 6 dogs and about 10 
cats who called Spiderland home. Local people knew that 
Spider was passionate about animals and would give them 
a great life, so people used to drive into Spiderland late at 
night, if they had a pet they didn’t want anymore, and just 
drop it off, as opposed to putting the animal down. Spider 
didn’t mind. He’d take in anybody! And he was happy to 
save as many animals as he can from euthanasia. 

PE: Most memorable performance? 

JAY: STATE OF FEAR, I remember hearing the opening 
chords of Regress to Nowhere, and just shit my pants. I 
was and am a huge STATE OF FEAR fan, and had no 
idea that they were playing, I think they just kinda showed 
up, set up their gear and blew everyone away. THE RE¬ 
STARTS are another, the Job Club demo had just come 
out, and we were all huge ARMED AND HAMMERED 
fans (Kieran left A&H and formed THE RESTARTS in 
England). We played the shit out of that demo. I thought 
then and still think that it is one of the greatest punk al¬ 
bums ever recorded. Seeing them at Punkfest was one of 
greatest memory’s, it really doesn’t get any better. 
STEVE: Most memorable?... heh heh, that’s a good one, 
with so many bands and substance abuse at those par¬ 
ties, I’m surprised I remember anything! I already told 
about my first Punkfest mosh pit. I remember seeing the 
QUEERS, BLANKS 77, RED ALERT, Torontos’ ULCER. I 
remember seeing SUB MACHINE there for the first time. 

I was a mess sitting on the hill at like 4 or 5 am, the stage 
looked like a glowing floating rectangle in the dark with a 
really raw sounding band and this crazy mad man liter¬ 
ally bouncing around all over the stage, doing half back 
flips onto his head, ass dropping and body slamming the 
stage, it was nuts to watch. The next time I saw SUB 
MACHINE, I mentioned that show to the singer Alex, he 
blamed his behavior on “those crazy French drugs.” 

Actually though, now that I think of it, the most 
memorable band set I saw out there was when somebody 
irrationally threw a rock and hit the sound board, causing 
the sound guy to pack up and leave early on a Sunday 
morning. There was a piercing booth with a generator at 
the clearing, halfway to the stage, and they said it was 
cool for bands to use it to play. I vividly remember eating 
beer covered frootloops from a plastic cup as I watched 
GLOBAL HOLOCAUST rip shit up right there in the dirt! 
That was fucking awesome! 

Well I guess that’s it, sorry if I rambled on too long, 
but its Spider and Punkfest... 

Cheers Sean and Profane Existence. 

The end came on Friday February 13 2008 when 
Spider passed away...Part two of this article will be 
focused on the impact his death had on all of us up 
here, but also how the scene pulled together and 
made some great things happen! HUGE thanks to 
Jay and Steve for sharing the story with the Profane 
readers all over the world, you guys rule! Hope you 
all enjoyed the story of one of the greatest people 
ever to live, and I hope that each and every one of 
you came away from reading this with a little bit of 
the feeling of Spider and Punkfest in your hearts and 
minds! 

For more photos of punkfest more stories check 
out the 7 partied at Spiderland Acres’ Face - 
book group: http://www.facebook.com/group. 
php?gid=21863565342 
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Here we are with issue #59 of Profane Existence, ex¬ 
actly two years to the date when Profane Existence #58 
was supposed to be printed. I’m an extremely busy per¬ 
son and writing a huge detailed column about all the shit 
that’s gone down over the last two years is just not in the 
cards. Instead I will summarize... 

Summer 2008: Profane Existence Records ran out of 
cash and was forced to cancel all the projects not al¬ 
ready at the pressing plant. Failure of cash flow was 
caused by a combination of factors including several 
distributors skipping out on payments, having to pay 
back several long-term debts, and a total decline in 
sales due to the recession, file-sharing, lackluster re¬ 
leases, etc. 

Fall 2008: Profane Existence #58 was postponed a 
month due to inability to pay for printing. One month 
lead to another and the magazine was eventually re¬ 
leased on PE’s web site with paid subscription access. 
Winter 2008-2009: We gave up on the idea of subscrip¬ 
tion-based web zine because very few people were 
signing up. We opened up to free access but content 
was not updated regularly due other obligations (i.e. 
working) soaking up our time. $1000 was collected at 
fund-raising event for PE, but was sent to labels owed 
for distribution rather than invested in new projects. 
Spring 2009: Profane Existence finally released the 
last unfinished 2008 project - RESISTANT CULTURE’S 
Welcome to Reality LP - more than one year after it was 
started. PE was able to pay for the record pressing with 
money I earned working on corporate web sites. 
Summer 2009: Profane Existence was pretty much put 
on the back-burner as the usual mob of volunteers were 
busy with their jobs, getting ready to move, etc. The only 
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to put out a record! This was the impetus of what is now 
my third financial bail out PE—although this time I de¬ 
cided not to quit my day job! While working on our web 
site I accidentally wiped out the PE message board. 
Having grown weary of running it for seven years, I de¬ 
cided to let it go away rather than restoring it to opera¬ 
tion. Leffer and Heio picked up the banner and about a 
month later a new forum totally independent of PE was 
started organizeandarise.org 

Summer 2010: PE Records released AMEBIX Redux 
on vinyl and CD (as well as our first ever iTunes re¬ 
leased). PE also released the CD and digital versions 
of the new AGRIMONIA Host of the Winged double LP 
and a repress of RESIST’s Resistography double CD. 
Long-time PE volunteer, host of PE Radio’s podcast 
series, and just a damned good person, Jeremy AKA 
“Stinkbot” volunteered to be the new coordinating edi¬ 
tor of a revived PE magazine. He worked on gathering 
together our former writing staff while I tried to figure out 
formats, printers, etc. What you have in your hands now 
is the result of those efforts. We plan to keep this format 
for the immediate future and will continue to put it out 
four times per year. 

Fall 2010: We plan to keep moving forward with the re¬ 
cord label a little bit a time and currently have a split 
LP with Minneapolis’WAR//PLAGUE and POLICE BAS¬ 
TARD from the UK in the pipeline. Oher records in the 
final recording stages are a split EP with Ol POLLOI 
and APPALACHIAN TERROR UNIT, a brand new 7” EP 
from Portland’s RESIST and the new full length from 
AGAINST EMPIRE. A little less along in the production 
phase are a new LP from IN DEFENCE and possible 
(fingers crossed) new album from AMEBIX. 

December 2010: 2010 is Profane Existence’s 21st An¬ 
niversary and we are planning an all-day celebratory 
blowout at the Triple Rock Social Club on Saturday, De¬ 
cember 18th that may include appearances by Ol POL¬ 
LOI and WARCOLLAPSE. We’re still in the “not quite 
but almost confirmed” stages of this operation, but it’s 
possible the celebrations might spill over into others cit¬ 
ies such as Los Angeles, San Francisco and Austin. Get 
on the internet to find out the latest or subscribe and get 
the news in PE #60! 

CLOSING COMMENTS: 

I kindly ask the bootleggers and pirates to stop post- 





choose when to enforce and when not to. Technically, a 
yard sale or a lemonade stand in Ontario is against the law 
without a permit. It would be up to the local police to decide 
whether they’d let little Timmy have his lemonade stand or 
not. The local politicians decided to shut Spider down and 
put an injunction against him, threatening him with jail time 
if he threw an out-door event. So he moved the party in his 
barn! A perfect loop-hole. That worked great for a year or 
so, until one of the locals burned his barn to the ground, 
putting an end to that. Spider was forced to move the par¬ 
ties to different towns out of the Marmora and Lakes Town¬ 
ship. The properties were always found at the last minute 
with very little advertising, Spider relied on word of mouth 
from the punks to find out the directions to the parties. And 
worse case if they didn’t know, they could come to his 
house at Spiderland and find out from someone there. He 
always tried to stay one step in front of the council, so they 
couldn’t shut down the party before it happened. Spider 
believed that these laws were created specifically to shut 
down Punkfest, which is illegal to create a law specifically 
geared towards one person, but Spider could never prove 
this to be the case. 

PE: What were some of the highlights/lowlights of the 
tests back then? 

JAY: The lows were definitely fighting with the township 
over his right to throw a party. It was an ugly battle that 
really brought Spider down. Another low was the unfortu¬ 
nate suicide that occurred. When a beautiful, but suicidal 
woman decided that she wanted her favorite place on 
earth to be her final resting spot. That was extremely up¬ 
setting to Spider. \He was so upset that he was unaware 
of her intentions and wished he could’ve helped the girl, 
like he had helped me with my depression and suicidal 
thoughts. Spider met the girl’s family and attended her 
funeral. It broke all of our hearts when that happened. 
All of us punks that attended these parties felt like family, 
and although Spider and I may not have ever met her, 
we felt we had lost a sibling that day. There was always 
a lot of work and stress in organizing these fests, but to 
see how much fun everyone was having and how special 
these parties were for people was definitely the highlight, 
he bands were always amazing, but it was the people and 
the party atmosphere that was the highlight for me. City 
people couldn’t wait to pack up their dogs and visit what 
was like a punk town for three days four times a year. To 
drink way too much, see all our friends, most of whom 
we’d only see at these parties. It brought us all closer 
together and made us prouder to be punk. 

STEVE: The lowlights would have to be the uncertainty of 
the next location, trying to plan, organize and network with 
the bands and patrons without tipping off the cops. The 
fines Spider received and the stress he underwent. Some 
highlights would be the fact that the parties continued on, 
in spite of everything going against them, and everyone 
who came out made the best of it and still had a good time. 

# PE: Please explain how the proceeds from the fest 
went to animal welfare. 

JAY: In between jobs, before his pension, Spider used to vol¬ 
unteer at various local no-kill animal shelters. He worked a lot 
with Bob MacKenzie and the St. Francis no kill animal shelter in 
Madoc, Ontario (located about 15 km away from Spiderland). 

Spider and Bob became very close friends and 
shared the same passion for animals. We would go over to 
Bob’s on a regular basis to help out, and have dinner. The 


stage, it was nuts to watch. The next time I saw bUB 
MACHINE, I mentioned that show to the singer Alex, he 
blamed his behavior on “those crazy French drugs.” 

Actually though, now that I think of it, the most 
memorable band set I saw out there was when somebody 
irrationally threw a rock and hit the sound board, causing 
the sound guy to pack up and leave early on a Sunday 
morning. There was a piercing booth with a generator at 
the clearing, halfway to the stage, and they said it was 
cool for bands to use it to play. I vividly remember eating 
beer covered frootloops from a plastic cup as I watched 
GLOBAL HOLOCAUST rip shit up right there in the dirt! 
That was fucking awesome! 

Well I guess that’s it, sorry if I rambled on too long, 
but its Spider and Punkfest... 

Cheers Sean and Profane Existence. 

The end came on Friday February 13 2008 when 
Spider passed away...Part two of this article will be 
focused on the impact his death had on all of us up 
here, but also how the scene pulled together and 
made some great things happen! HUGE thanks to 
Jay and Steve for sharing the story with the Profane 
readers all over the world, you guys rule! Hope you 
all enjoyed the story of one of the greatest people 
ever to live, and I hope that each and every one of 
you came away from reading this with a little bit of 
the feeling of Spider and Punkfest in your hearts and 
minds! 

For more photos of punkfest more stories check 
out the 7 partied at Spiderland Acres’ Face- 
book group: http://www.facebook.com/group. 
php?gid=21863565342 



Your layout editor expanding his spiritual aware¬ 
ness at Spiderland Acres circa 1996... 




Here we are with issue #59 of Profane Existence, ex¬ 
actly two years to the date when Profane Existence #58 
was supposed to be printed. I’m an extremely busy per¬ 
son and writing a huge detailed column about all the shit 
that’s gone down over the last two years is just not in the 
cards. Instead I will summarize... 

Summer 2008: Profane Existence Records ran out of 
cash and was forced to cancel all the projects not al¬ 
ready at the pressing plant. Failure of cash flow was 
caused by a combination of factors including several 
distributors skipping out on payments, having to pay 
back several long-term debts, and a total decline in 
sales due to the recession, file-sharing, lackluster re¬ 
leases, etc. 

Fall 2008: Profane Existence #58 was postponed a 
month due to inability to pay for printing. One month 
lead to another and the magazine was eventually re¬ 
leased on PE’s web site with paid subscription access. 
Winter 2008-2009: We gave up on the idea of subscrip¬ 
tion-based web zine because very few people were 
signing up. We opened up to free access but content 
was not updated regularly due other obligations (i.e. 
working) soaking up our time. $1000 was collected at 
fund-raising event for PE, but was sent to labels owed 
for distribution rather than invested in new projects. 
Spring 2009: Profane Existence finally released the 
last unfinished 2008 project - RESISTANT CULTURE’S 
Welcome to Reality LP - more than one year after it was 
started. PE was able to pay for the record pressing with 
money I earned working on corporate web sites. 
Summer 2009: Profane Existence was pretty much put 
on the back-burner as the usual mob of volunteers were 
busy with their jobs, getting ready to move, etc. The only 
activity was running a tiny distro stocked by trading PE’s 
back catalog with other DIY labels around the world. 

Fall 2009: My “real” job really takes off and I am able 
to continue chipping away at tens of thousands of dol¬ 
lars of debt accumulated by PE over the proceeding 
few years. Profane Existence managed to cover all its 
expenses for 2010 and I celebrated by donating the 
pressing costs for the APPALACHIAN TERROR UNIT 
discography CD out of my own pocket. At the same time 
a strong PE supporter from Austin, TX gave Profane a 
generous financial donation that allowed us to create 
several fund-raising items (new PE-shirts, pins, beer 
koozies, etc.). The ATU discography was released in 
the final days of 2009 and was the only PE Records 
release both started and finished that year. 

Winter 2009-2010: PE was starting to actually earn 
some money again and debts continued to be paid off. 
In the meantime I decided to divert some of our monthly 
income to benefit causes - the first being disaster relief 
in Haiti. At the same time I began helping old friends 
AMEBIX create some official merchandise to counter 
the countless bootleg items out there. Andy Lutz kicked 
it off by designing a beautiful art print that was screened 
by the highly respected Burlesque Studio. 

Spring 2010: Amebix asked me to release some of 
the songs they had recorded during their reformation 
in 2008-2009. Although PE Records was officially dead 
and gone, you just don’t say no when AMEBIX asks you 
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Summer 2010: PE Records released AMEBIX Redux 
on vinyl and CD (as well as our first ever iTunes re¬ 
leased). PE also released the CD and digital versions 
of the new AGRIMONIA Host of the Winged double LP 
and a repress of RESIST’s Resistography double CD. 
Long-time PE volunteer, host of PE Radio’s podcast 
series, and just a damned good person, Jeremy AKA 
“Stinkbot” volunteered to be the new coordinating edi¬ 
tor of a revived PE magazine. He worked on gathering 
together our former writing staff while I tried to figure out 
formats, printers, etc. What you have in your hands now 
is the result of those efforts. We plan to keep this format 
for the immediate future and will continue to put it out 
four times per year. 

Fall 2010: We plan to keep moving forward with the re¬ 
cord label a little bit a time and currently have a split 
LP with Minneapolis’WAR//PLAGUE and POLICE BAS¬ 
TARD from the UK in the pipeline. Oher records in the 
final recording stages are a split EP with Ol POLLOI 
and APPALACHIAN TERROR UNIT, a brand new 7” EP 
from Portland’s RESIST and the new full length from 
AGAINST EMPIRE. A little less along in the production 
phase are a new LP from IN DEFENCE and possible 
(fingers crossed) new album from AMEBIX. 

December 2010: 2010 is Profane Existence’s 21st An¬ 
niversary and we are planning an all-day celebratory 
blowout at the Triple Rock Social Club on Saturday, De¬ 
cember 18th that may include appearances by Ol POL¬ 
LOI and WARCOLLAPSE. We’re still in the “not quite 
but almost confirmed” stages of this operation, but it’s 
possible the celebrations might spill over into others cit¬ 
ies such as Los Angeles, San Francisco and Austin. Get 
on the internet to find out the latest or subscribe and get 
the news in PE #60! 

CLOSING COMMENTS: 

I kindly ask the bootleggers and pirates to stop post¬ 
ing and reposting PE’s products all over the internet as 
soon they are released. I understand that your intent is 
to spread our message as far and wide as possible, but 
you’re not doing us any favors by giving away material 
that actually cost your fellow punks money to produce 
(and who may need to make it back in order to eat). 
Thirty years of anarcho-punk discography didn’t just 
happen out of idealistic self-sacrifice. None of us are 
looking to get rich, but it would be nice to break even 
on our projects and would be even sweeter to be paid 
a fair wage. 

Directly relating to the above statement, it’s irri¬ 
tating how many cowards out there anonymously ac¬ 
cuse PE of being capitalists simply because we sell our 
products rather than just give them away. Putting out 
a magazine or a record is hard work and I believe that 
bands, writers, label people, distro people etc. should 
expect to be compensated for doing a job well done. 
Being paid is not profiteering, but it does require mak¬ 
ing money in order to pay workers. Maybe when you 
move out of your parents’ house or stop mooching off 
your girlfriends (or the state) you will realize the follies 
of your uninformed accusations. Or you can just do us 
all a favor and go back to your privileged middle class 
background and stop pretending to be radical. Anarcho- 
punk my ass. 
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When I was in my early twenties and was watching 
bands play at Gilman Street all the time, I remember 
there was this woman who would periodically come 
to the punk shows. I never spoke with her and I didn’t 
know anyone who knew her, but I always noticed her 
whenever she would be at Gilman. She was on the 
short side, she wore a plain leather jacket, her hair was 
white blond on one side, jet black on the other side and 
super curly. She was also much, much older then any 
of us at the shows. I would watch her out of the corner 
of my eye because I had this odd fascination with her. 
She looked like she was old enough to be someone’s 
Mom. And not a young, spry Mom but someone’s Older 
Mother. On one hand, I was kind of impressed that she 
was still going to shows at her age. But there was this 
part of me that also felt this kind of denial... a part of me 
that said “Oh no, that won’t be you. You won’t be that 
old and going to shows.” I don’t know what I thought 
would happen...that I’d stay eternally young and remain 
a 20 year old going to shows at Gilman Street forever? 
That time would stop? I don’t know. A part of me felt 
uncomfortable at the thought of being in my 40’s or 50’s 
and still going to shows and wearing punk clothes and 
having a mohawk. It just didn’t seem right. 

I am now 42 years old and I find myself struggling 
with my involvement in the punk scene. On one hand, 

I love the punk scene. I know a lot of people who get 
older and get out of the punk scene and get really bit¬ 
ter and jaded about their experience in the scene. They 
blame the punk scene for their drinking and/or drug 
problem, they blame the scene for fucking them up in 
some way or another...as if the scene had-some mali¬ 
cious scheme to destroy them. Not me...I love the punk 
scene. I think about everything I’ve done during the 
years I was heavily involved in the scene and I feel re¬ 
ally good about all of it. I enjoyed being on the member¬ 
ship committee of Gilman Street before the doors even 
opened and before the first band ever played. I gradu¬ 
ated high school and moved out of my parent’s house 
and the first place I lived in was the Maximum Rock n 
Roll house. I have lived in many punk houses during my 
life. I published my own zine called Too Far, then later 
went on to write columns for Slug & Lettuce, Maximum 
Rock n Roll, and Profane Existence. I sang for the band 
SPITBOY, a brief stint singing for ALABAMA THUNDER 
PUSSY, and then part time vocalist with AUS ROTTEN. 
I’ve done back up vocals for so many bands. I’ve toured 
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wide open. It’s exciting. It’s exhilarating. And I wouldn’t 
have been able to do it without the punk scene bringing 
me to this point and making me the woman that I am 
today. 

Adrienne 

buffypugs@hotmail.com 



DEALING WITH THE KKK AND 
WHITE POWER SKINHEAD PT 1 

A few years ago I was a part owner of an independent 
wrestling company. One day during a show I was posed 
with a dilemma. Which one was I supposed to view as a 
more potential harmful situation: an employee that was 
hiding a small amount of marijuana in his gym bag, or 
two drunken, half-naked KKK members toting guns and 
dropping racial slurs around a locker room? 

A few months prior to the incident I’m about to 
describe, I encountered a fairly similar situation. It was 
another independent wrestling show involving these 
guys that called themselves “The Southern Militia”. I 
walked into a locker room to get dressed for my match. 
The dressing area was small. I was basically pinned 
between a dishwasher and a countertop. After get¬ 
ting dressed I found my opponent and planned out my 
match for the night. Not sure where to find the entrance 
to the ring area, I mistakenly walked into another dress¬ 
ing area. The room wasn’t very well lit, but I could see 
two other wrestlers sitting in the room. I walked over and 
said “Hey, how’s it going? I’m Eric” and shook hands 
with both men. As I looked up, and my eyes started to 
adjust to the dim light, I saw a variety of flags hanging 
on the wall. One confederate flag, to go along with Nazi 
and KKK flags. I asked “Do you have any idea why this 
bar has racist flags on the wall?’’. “Do you like those?” 
one of the guys asked, “Cuz those are ours”. I kind of 
gave him a really long, slow “Ummm, no” and walked 
out of the room. 

I then went to find my friend, who also happened 
to be the promoter that night. I wanted to know if he was 
aware of the white power apparel that was in the room 
next to us. After hearing the news, he promptly went 
back and scolded the two wrestlers for their conduct. 
I thought this would be the last time I would deal with 
them. Boy, was I wrong. 

Fast forward a few months, another independent 
wrestling show at a different location. The Mississippi 
Militia were there, and this time they were in a much 
different mood. My friend, Ken Anderson (known to 
the WWE world as Mr. Kennedy), was going to wrestle 
them in a tag-team match for the tag-team titles. Ken 
informed me that the plan was for him and his partner to 
win the titles that night. I thought that was a good idea 
since Ken was a hometown hero, and the fans would 


everyone’s attention. Considering how homophobic 
these men were, I found it ironic that they felt comfort¬ 
able doing this. Next, they started to harass the women. 
The Militia member with the taped penis started to yell 
toward the women and shake his penis at them. One 
of the women yelled back "Yeah, that’s great, now why 
don’t you put your dick away? No one wants to see it”. 

I walked over to Ken and asked what was going 
on with this crap. It was getting way out of hand. One 
Militia member pulled out a handgun, pulled the ham¬ 
mer back, stuck it in my face and asked if I thought this 
was funny. I was really stressed out, but replied “No”. 
Normally one would call the police at this time. How¬ 
ever, this guy just happened to be a cop (surprise, sur¬ 
prise!). I walked away to find the promoter again to ask 
him if he was aware of what was going on. By the time 
the promoter came down to see what was happening, 
the Militia had put the guns down, and now they were 
practicing hitting each other in the head with a metal 
folding chair. “See, this is how you properly do it” one of 
them said to Ken. What I heard next was the sickening 
thud of metal meeting skull. WHAM! CLANG! Just like 
in the old Batman TV Series. The smaller of the two 
men went down in a heap. His head started to knot up 
where the chair had struck him. “Jesus, are you ok?” 
the other asked. A long, deep groan was the only re¬ 
sponse. Now one of them was going to have to wrestle 
not only drunk, but also with a concussion. After that, 
they calmed down, and the Militia sat quietly by them¬ 
selves and dropped the tag titles to Ken and his partner, 
Mike Mercury. 

The next day at the wrestling promotion meeting 
between the promoters, an investor in the company, 
and myself (a part owner at the time), the situation was 
discussed. Finally I asked the promoter “are you going 
to fire those guys?” The investor was also angry and 
wanted them to be fired. After all this craziness, the pro¬ 
moter’s final statement was “I’m more concerned that 
I know two of the wrestlers had marijuana in their gym 
bags, which is illegal”. In the mind of a conservative, na¬ 
ked racist gun swinging fools are easily overshadowed 
by ten dollars worth of pot. Do I agree with that? Ummm, 
no. 

I really pushed the issue and there was no better 
feeling than having the KKK members (and the fact that 
one was a cop) get fired from their part time job. 

DEALING WITH THE KKK AND 
WHITE POWER SKINHEAD PT 2 

One of my most ridiculous moments with the KKK was 
when they attempted to recruit me. I was in a band 
called WORDS THAT BURN at the time, and I was 
handing out promo CD’s for Crimes Against Humanities 
Records after we played at a punk fest in Kenosha, Wl. 
A guy approached me asking if I would be interested in 
joining their organization. I had a notion that this would 
not be something I would be interested in, but before 
I could say no, I was lead to a building which was rid¬ 
den with KKK members and a few skinheads. I was sur¬ 
prised to find the leader expose his chest with a huge 
tattoo of an eagle holding a swastika. He then preceded 
to hand me a contract with a picture of the Grand Wiz¬ 
ard, who kind of looked like a pro wrestler from the 80s. 

“Is this a joke?” I asked as I posed a serious face... 
“This is the 80’s wrestler Colonel DeBeers, right?” 

After the guy paused to consider everything, he 
exploded with... “No!!! That is the Grand Wizard of the 


nose to nose with the skinhead leader. 

“What the fuck is your problem with Bloody 
Mess?” Pete said, looking super intense. 

“He’s gay and that’s immoral.” 

“Moral? You guys are Nazi fucking skinheads! 
What would fucks like you know about morality? Leave 
him alone and don’t worry about his sexuality.” 

The skinheads just kept yelling about Bloody 
Mess and finally Pete could take no more and yelled 
possibly the funniest thing I’ve ever heard. “If you guys 
don’t shut the fuck up, I’m going to lube up two of your 
heads and tit fuck you!” It instantly turned into a brawl. 

I was laughing about his statement until I got knocked 
down and kicked. I really wasn’t much of a fighter at 5 
younger age. 

Years later I was playing in the band REMISSION, and 
Mike from Beer City Records set up a show in Milwau¬ 
kee with a bunch of bands. This was set up at an ARA 
(Anti Racist Action) punk house. I knew they had meet¬ 
ings about how to combat racism on a regular basis. I 
was in a bedroom with a bunch of my friends and the 
band 10-96 while they all partied. I then heard some guy 
talking in the hallway about how he was starting a new 
band, has the greatest female guitarist, and they are 
bringing the music back to the streets. (Whatever that is 
supposed to mean.) He came into the room, introduced 
himself, and as he’s talking it starts to dawn on me that 
I had heard rumors about this guy. He said. 

“Come in the room Honey! Let me introduce you guys to 
the best female guitarist in Milwaukee!” 

She walks around the corner and it’s a girl named 
Sara that I recognized. She had tried to get me beat 
up by gangsters when we were younger, and now she 
was hanging around with Nazi skinheads. I’ve seen her 
attempt to play, and she couldn’t even play a two finger 
rock chord. As soon as she saw me, she knew I was 
going to call them out on their lies and she stormed out 
of the room and into the kitchen where more skinheads 
were. I then got up to go to the bathroom, because 
when I’ve got to go, I’ve got to go! I’m waiting my turn 
and I get tapped on the shoulder. I turn around and it’s 
the same guy (aka “Nazi Bill”) 

He’s nose to nose with me saying over and over," 

I know you! I fucking KNOW you!” Looking like he wants 
to kill me. 

“Yeah you know me; you met me 30 seconds ago 
in the bedroom.” 

After I said this, my buddy Randy grabs him and 
spins him around asking, “What the fuck are you doing 
messing with Bitty?" 

By this time I have to go to the bathroom so bad 
that when the door finally opens up to the bathroom I 
run in to go take care of business. A minute later as I sit 
on the can, there was a loud bang on the wall as if a bull 
had smashed into it. I cleaned up fast, opened the door 
to find Randy with a bloody face. 

He looks around the room and asks all the ARA 
members, “You guys are ARA members, aren’t you? 
That guy is a Nazi skinhead and he just broke my nose 
open! Aren’t you going to kick him out of your house?” 

The ARA members replied, “Well we don’t know 
if he’s a Nazi.” and they kept avoiding confronting the 
subject. 

“It amazes me how all you idiots have meetings 
to fight racism and you just let these Nazi’s walk around 
your house.” Randy sneered. 

“If you dipshits aren’t going to do anything, I’ll take 
matters into my own hands.” he said as he picked up 
a heer bottle broke the end off. and screamed, “I’m 



She looked like she was old enough to be someone s 
Mom. And not a young, spry Mom but someone’s Older 
Mother. On one hand, I was kind of impressed that she 
was still going to shows at her age. But there was this 
part of me that also felt this kind of denial... a part of me 
that said "Oh no, that won’t be you. You won’t be that 
old and going to shows.” I don’t know what I thought 
would happen...that I’d stay eternally young and remain 
a 20 year old going to shows at Gilman Street forever? 
That time would stop? I don’t know. A part of me felt 
uncomfortable at the thought of being in my 40’s or 50’s 
and still going to shows and wearing punk clothes and 
having a mohawk. It just didn’t seem right. 

I am now 42 years old and I find myself struggling 
with my involvement in the punk scene. On one hand, 

I love the punk scene. I know a lot of people who get 
older and get out of the punk scene and get really bit¬ 
ter and jaded about their experience in the scene. They 
blame the punk scene for their drinking and/or drug 
problem, they blame the scene for fucking them up in 
some way or another. . . as if the scene had some mali¬ 
cious scheme to destroy them. Not me...I love the punk 
scene. I think about everything I’ve done during the 
years I was heavily involved in the scene and I feel re¬ 
ally good about all of it. I enjoyed being on the member¬ 
ship committee of Gilman Street before the doors even 
opened and before the first band ever played. I gradu¬ 
ated high school and moved out of my parent’s house 
and the first place I lived in was the Maximum Rock n 
Roll house. I have lived in many punk houses during my 
life. I published my own zine called Too Far , then later 
went on to write columns for Slug & Lettuce, Maximum 
Rock n Roll, and Profane Existence. I sang for the band 
SPITBOY, a brief stint singing for ALABAMA THUNDER 
PUSSY, and then part time vocalist with AUS ROTTEN. 
I’ve done back up vocals for so many bands. I’ve toured 
the world. I am a vegetarian. I do not support any “ism” 
in any way. I have spent two thirds of my life totally, ut¬ 
terly, and completely dedicated to the punk scene. The 
scene has meant everything to me. When my own fam¬ 
ily failed me, the punks became my family. It felt like the 
entire punk scene was this big, fucked up, dysfunctional 
family that had problems and issues, but still had a bond 
that ran so deep. But now, at 42 years old, I find myself 
slipping further and further away from the punk scene. 

I feel like a 42 year old kid who is finally leaving home 
and stepping away from what is known and familiar and 
heading out to explore the world. 

To be honest, it’s kind of exciting. I listen to music 
that I would have never listened to when I was heavily 
involved in the scene. I feel as if musically, the whole 
world has opened up and I can thoroughly enjoy any 
and every style of music without any feeling of it being 
a “guilty pleasure”. Now, it’s just pure pleasure to listen 
to Old Crow Medicine Show or Big Mama Thorton or 
the True Blood soundtrack...anything. Everything. I feel 
like a kid in a candy store that lived on a steady diet of 
one kind of candy and now someone has opened up 
every single candy bin and told me to dig in and taste 
everything. I don’t have enough money to buy all of the 
music that I want to explore but it just feels so exciting to 
realize my world is musically expanding after so many 
years of punk. And it’s not like someone ever told me 
“You better not listen to anything but punk rock!” while I 
was in the scene, that was my own restriction but I find 
that the further away I get from the punk scene the more 
I allow myself the freedom to play and explore. 

I also find that I go out and do all kinds of crazy 
stuff that I would have never considered doing while I 
was heavily involved in punk. All my time used to be 
taken up with band practice or punk shows on week¬ 
ends or going to the local punk house to party all night 
long. Now, I find myself going to baseball games and 


describe, I encountered a fairly similar situation. It was 
another independent wrestling show involving these 
guys that called themselves “The Southern Militia”. I 
walked into a locker room to get dressed for my match. 
The dressing area was small. I was basically pinned 
between a dishwasher and a countertop. After get¬ 
ting dressed I found my opponent and planned out my 
match for the night. Not sure where to find the entrance 
to the ring area, I mistakenly walked into another dress¬ 
ing area. The room wasn’t very well lit, but I could see 
two other wrestlers sitting in the room. I walked over and 
said “Hey, how’s it going? I’m Eric” and shook hands 
with both men. As I looked up, and my eyes started to 
adjust to the dim light, I saw a variety of flags hanging 
on the wall. One confederate flag, to go along with Nazi 
and KKK flags. I asked “Do you have any idea why this 
bar has racist flags on the wall?”. “Do you like those?” 
one of the guys asked, “Cuz those are ours”. I kind of 
gave him a really long, slow “Ummm, no” and walked 
out of the room. 

I then went to find my friend, who also happened 
to be the promoter that night. I wanted to know if he was 
aware of the white power apparel that was in the room 
next to us. After hearing the news, he promptly went 
back and scolded the two wrestlers for their conduct. 

I thought this would be the last time I would deal with 
them. Boy, was I wrong. 

Fast forward a few months, another independent 
wrestling show at a different location. The Mississippi 
Militia were there, and this time they were in a much 
different mood. My friend, Ken Anderson (known to 
the WWE world as Mr. Kennedy), was going to wrestle 
them in a tag-team match for the tag-team titles. Ken 
informed me that the plan was for him and his partner to 
win the titles that night. I thought that was a good idea 
since Ken was a hometown hero, and the fans would 
love to see him victorious. The Militia, however, saw it in 
a much different way. 

I was talking with Ken in the locker room when he 
saw the Militia and went over to talk to them about the 
match. One of guys asked Ken what moves he wanted 
to do. Ken asked “Can I hit a senton?” (a forward flip 
from the top of the rope). “What the fuck is a senton?” 
was their reply. The promoter came to the locker room 
to discuss the match, and was met by a slew of com¬ 
plaints from the Militia. “Why the fuck should we lose 
the titles? We should be the champs. Ken only has eight 
matches under his belt. He doesn’t deserve shit. When 
we won these, they were passed on with honor and re¬ 
spect. We thanked our opponents all night. That’s the 
way the business was. Now this is shit.” 

Ken was willing to oblige the Militia. He was the 
new guy, after all, and didn’t want to ruffle any feath¬ 
ers. The promoter informed all of the guys involved that 
the title change would stay in place. He then walked 
upstairs to finish setting up the ring. Now things would 
start to get absurd. 

Physically the Militia are large men. One weighs 
about 375 lbs, the other about 240 and with a very 
strong build. They broke out a bottle of Jack Daniels 
and started passing it back and forth like two teenag¬ 
ers chugging a beer. One guy removed his sweatshirt, 
revealing a t-shirt with a picture of the Grand Wizard 
of the KKK. He asked Ken if he knew who the guy in 
the picture was. Ken replied “No”. The Militia proudly 
responded with “The Grand Wizard of the KKK. And he 
hung n-s (racial slur inserted here) from trees”. 

Pro-wrestling, being what it is, involves people 
of different race, size and gender on every show. An 
African-American wrestler heard the comment. He 
whipped his head around and shot a dirty look toward 
the Militia. He then thought twice about the situation and 
iust ianored it. Locker rooms are usuallv co-ed and of- 


between the promoters, an investor in the company, 
and myself (a part owner at the time), the situation was 
discussed. Finally I asked the promoter “are you going 
to fire those guys?” The investor was also angry and 
wanted them to be fired. After all this craziness, the pro¬ 
moter’s final statement was “I’m more concerned that 
I know two of the wrestlers had marijuana in their gym 
bags, which is illegal”. In the mind of a conservative, na¬ 
ked racist gun swinging fools are easily overshadowed 
by ten dollars worth of pot. Do I agree with that? Ummm, 
no. 

I really pushed the issue and there was no better 
feeling than having the KKK members (and the fact that 
one was a cop) get fired from their part time job. 

DEALING WITH THE KKK AND 
WHITE POWER SKINHEAD PT 2 

One of my most ridiculous moments with the KKK was 
when they attempted to recruit me. I was in a band 
called WORDS THAT BURN at the time, and I was 
handing out promo CD’s for Crimes Against Humanities 
Records after we played at a punk test in Kenosha, Wl. 
A guy approached me asking if I would be interested in 
joining their organization. I had a notion that this would 
not be something I would be interested in, but before 
I could say no, I was lead to a building which was rid¬ 
den with KKK members and a few skinheads. I was sur¬ 
prised to find the leader expose his chest with a huge 
tattoo of an eagle holding a swastika. He then preceded 
to hand me a contract with a picture of the Grand Wiz¬ 
ard, who kind of looked like a pro wrestler from the 80s. 

“Is this a joke?” I asked as I posed a serious face... 
“This is the 80’s wrestler Colonel DeBeers, right?” 

After the guy paused to consider everything, he 
exploded with... “No!!! That is the Grand Wizard of the 
KKK! He is bur leader!” He then tried to explain to me 
how all of society’s issues are due to minorities, every¬ 
thing would be better if we all just went white, yadda 
yadda yadda. 

I pretended to act interested...just so I could ask 
“Are you guys religious?” 

He replied; “Of course we are totally religious!” as 
if this would increase my desire to join them. 

So then I asked; “What religion are you?” 

“OH! We are Christian!” he stated with extreme 
excitement. 

I then countered with the following: “You guys re¬ 
alize that you all worship a Jew? Right? How does that 
work out for you?” They all started screaming that Jesus 
was white. To further aggravate them I added “Jesus 
would probably look similar to Osama Bin Laden when 
he was alive.” 

One of the Klan guys screamed at me. “Did you 
just call Jesus a terrorist?” 

“No. Ethnically they wouldn’t look the same, but 
they would look similar.” 

“Jesus is white in every movie!” yelled another 
guy. 

“Is your Savior in a relocation program? Jesus is 
Jewish and Middle Eastern. Not Germanic.” I added. 
“Did you guys write your own Bible?” I asked. They 
all started smashing their fingers into my chest and 
screaming at me. I decided at that moment to just get 
out of there before they beat the hell out of me or worse. 

I already aggravated the hell out of them and that was 
good enough for me. I also find it ironic because I am 
of Jewish decent, and they tried to recruit me without 
being aware of that. 

Another time I was at a show in the early where 90’s 
BLOODY MESS AND THE SCABS headlined. They are 
kind of like a GG Allin type knockoff band. Their singer 
nulled down his nants and started masturbatina bv the 


up by gangsters when we were younger, and now she 
was hanging around with Nazi skinheads. I’ve seen her 
attempt to play, and she couldn’t even play a two finger 
rock chord. As soon as she saw me, she knew I was 
going to call them out on their lies and she stormed out 
of the room and into the kitchen where more skinheads 
were. I then got up to go to the bathroom, because 
when I’ve got to go, I’ve got to go! I’m waiting my turn 
and I get tapped on the shoulder. I turn around and it’s 
the same guy (aka “Nazi Bill”) 

He’s nose to nose with me saying over and over,” 
I know you! I fucking KNOW you!” Looking like he wants 
to kill me. 

“Yeah you know me; you met me 30 seconds ago 
in the bedroom.” 

After I said this, my buddy Randy grabs him and 
spins him around asking, “What the fuck are you doing 
messing with Bitty?” * 

By this time I have to go to the bathroom so bad 
that when the door finally opens up to the bathroom I 
run in to go take care of business. A minute later as I sit 
on the can, there was a loud bang on the wall as if a bull 
had smashed into it. I cleaned up fast, opened the door 
to find Randy with a bloody face. 

He looks around the room and asks all the ARA 
members, “You guys are ARA members, aren’t you? 
That guy is a Nazi skinhead and he just broke my nose 
open! Aren’t you going to kick him out of your house?” 

The ARA members replied, “Well we don’t know 
if he’s a Nazi.” and they kept avoiding confronting the 
subject. 

“It amazes me how all you idiots have meetings 
to fight racism and you just let these Nazi’s walk around 
your house.” Randy sneered. 

“If you dipshits aren’t going to do anything, I’ll take 
matters into my own hands.” he said as he picked up 
a beer bottle, broke the end off, and screamed, “I’m 
gonna cut this Nazi’s head off!” All the ARA people then 
grabbed Randy and lifted him off the ground as he was 
swinging the bottle screaming “C’mon motherfucker! I’ll 
cut your head off!” The skinhead was backed up against 
the wall with the broken bottle just barely missing his 
face. 

The ARA members then kicked all of us out of the 
house. So then the bass player, Tom, my girlfriend and 
I were walking in an alley to my van, and I turned to see 
a bunch of skinheads running after us. My first thought 
was, ‘Oh great I’m dead’. They caught me and kicked 
my guitar out of my hand and knocked me down. Then 
they pie faced my girlfriend as she tried to kick one of 
them. They started threatening Tom as they gathered 
around me, ready to start stomping and kicking me. 
Suddenly, as my demise begins, Beer City Mike comes 
running down the alley yelling, “Nobody fucks with the 
Beer City Family! Especially you fucking Nazi skin¬ 
heads!” He grabs the first guy next to me and picks him 
up and spikes him like a football to the pavement. He 
turned around as another ran at him, and he grabbed 
this skinhead by the throat and ran him into a wall. “I will 
kick ALL your asses!” 

Needless to say, the Nazi’s had a change of heart, 
and all backed down instantly. A couple of them picked 
their buddies off the ground and took off. Mike asked my 
girlfriend and I if we were ok. 

“Thanks a ton dude, for sticking up for us, that was 
fuckin’ scary.” I said. 

“No problem, I hate Nazi skinheads especially 
ones that fuck with my friends.” 

I really gained a ton of respect and trust in Mike 
that night... 

This kind of thing doesn’t happen in the punk scene 
as much anymore. Nazi’s just don’t show up as often. 
But 15 years ago, events like this happened all the time. 
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terly, and completely dedicated to the punk scene. The 
scene has meant everything to me. When my own fam¬ 
ily failed me, the punks became my family. It felt like the 
entire punk scene was this big, fucked up, dysfunctional 
family that had problems and issues, but still had a bond 
that ran so deep. But now, at 42 years old, I find myself 
slipping further and further away from the punk scene. 

I feel like a 42 year old kid who is finally leaving home 
and stepping away from what is known and familiar and 
heading out to explore the world. 

To be honest, it’s kind of exciting. I listen to music 
that I would have never listened to when I was heavily 
involved in the scene. I feel as if musically, the whole 
world has opened up and I can thoroughly enjoy any 
and every style of music without any feeling of it being 
a “guilty pleasure”. Now, it’s just pure pleasure to listen 
to Old Crow Medicine Show or Big Mama Thorton or 
the True Blood soundtrack...anything. Everything. I feel 
like a kid in a candy store that lived on a steady diet of 
one kind of candy and now someone has opened up 
every single candy bin and told me to dig in and taste 
everything. I don’t have enough money to buy all of the 
music that I want to explore but it just feels so exciting to 
realize my world is musically expanding after so many 
years of punk. And it’s not like someone ever told me 
“You better not listen to anything but punk rock!" while I 
was in the scene, that was my own restriction but I find 
that the further away I get from the punk scene the more 
I allow myself the freedom to play and explore. 

I also find that I go out and do all kinds of crazy 
stuff that I would have never considered doing while I 
was heavily involved in punk. All my time used to be 
taken up with band practice or punk shows on week¬ 
ends or going to the local punk house to party all night 
long. Now, I find myself going to baseball games and 
screaming my head off with my friends. Or to the fire 
cabaret where I listen to blues music and watch artist 
perform with fire. Or to a play. Or a musical! Pro boxing 
matches, amateur boxing matches, Twilight movie mar¬ 
athons... you name, it, I’m there. I have seen burlesque 
shows and gotten lost in a corn maze and laughed my 
ass off in the middle of these weird and wild situations 
and experiences that have nothing to do with punk rock. 
Once again, I feel like a kid in a candy shop with every 
candy bin open before me. It’s exhilarating. 

In the midst of all these exciting discoveries and 
activities, I sometimes feel a sense of loss. I used to 
be so connected to this vibrant, intense, awe inspiring 
musical movement called punk rock. I used to feel a part 
of something just by the way I dressed, the way I cut my 
hair, the bands I played in and the things that I wrote. 
It’s unsettling to feel that connection slipping slowly 
away. There are times that I feel homesick for the punk 
scene. Times I want to slip back into the comfort of what 
is known and totally familiar to me and just keep doing 
all of the things that I’ve always done and know how to 
do really well. Then my punk rock ideals kick in and I 
remember that punk has always been about breaking 
out of the chains that bind us. That punk rock is about 
questioning everything, including punk rock. That I am 
creating a revolution in my own life by reaching out into 
a world that is not very familiar to me and I am willing 
to step out on my own and explore everything with eyes 


a much different way. 

I was talking with Ken in the locker room when he 
saw the Militia and went over to talk to them about the 
match. One of guys asked Ken what moves he wanted 
to do. Ken asked “Can I hit a senton?” (a forward flip 
from the top of the rope). “What the fuck is a senton?” 
was their reply. The promoter came to the locker room 
to discuss the match, and was met by a slew of com¬ 
plaints from the Militia. “Why the fuck should we lose 
the titles? We should be the champs. Ken only has eight 
matches under his belt. He doesn’t deserve shit. When 
we won these, they were passed on with honor and re¬ 
spect. We thanked our opponents all night. That’s the 
way the business was. Now this is shit.” 

Ken was willing to oblige the Militia. He was the 
new guy, after all, and didn’t want to ruffle any feath¬ 
ers. The promoter informed all of the guys involved that 
the title change would stay in place. He then walked 
upstairs to finish setting up the ring. Now things would 
start to get absurd. 

Physically the Militia are large men. One weighs 
about 375 lbs, the other about 240 and with a very 
strong build. They broke out a bottle of Jack Daniels 
and started passing it back and forth like two teenag¬ 
ers chugging a beer. One guy removed his sweatshirt, 
revealing a t-shirt with a picture of the Grand Wizard 
of the KKK. He asked Ken if he knew who the guy in 
the picture was. Ken replied “No”. The Militia proudly 
responded with “The Grand Wizard of the KKK. And he 
hung n-s (racial slur inserted here) from trees”. 

Pro-wrestling, being what it is, involves people 
of different race, size and gender on every show. An 
African-American wrestler heard the comment. He 
whipped his head around and shot a dirty look toward 
the Militia. He then thought twice about the situation and 
just ignored it. Locker rooms are usually co-ed and of¬ 
ten have men and women changing in the same room. 
Most people handle it with proper manners and don’t 
stare at other while dressing. But when one of these 
guys stands on a table, and all he has on is a wrestling 
mask, it makes it difficult to ignore. 

One of the Militia stood up on the table, naked 
except for his confederate flag wrestling mask. The oth¬ 
er Militia member grabbed a roll of tape and started to 
wrap the other guy’s penis. The entire time the two are 
yelling racial slurs and swearing up a storm. This drew 
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how all of society’s issues are due to minorities, every¬ 
thing would be better if we all just went white, yadda 
yadda yadda. 

I pretended to act interested...just so I could ask 
“Are you guys religious?” 

He replied; “Of course we are totally religious!” as 
if this would increase my desire to join them. 

So then I asked; “What religion are you?” 

“OH! We are Christian!” he stated with extreme 
excitement. 

I then countered with the following: “You guys re¬ 
alize that you all worship a Jew? Right? How does that 
work out for you?” They all started screaming that Jesus 
was white. To further aggravate them I added “Jesus 
would probably look similar to Osama Bin Laden when 
he was alive.” 

One of the Klan guys screamed at me. “Did you 
just call Jesus a terrorist?” 

“No. Ethnically they wouldn’t look the same, but 
they would look similar.” 

“Jesus is white in every movie!” yelled another 
guy. 

“Is your Savior in a relocation program? Jesus is 
Jewish and Middle Eastern. Not Germanic.” I added. 
“Did you guys write your own Bible?” I asked. They 
all started smashing their fingers into my chest and 
screaming at me. I decided at that moment to just get 
out of there before they beat the hell out of me or worse. 

I already aggravated the hell out of them and that was 
good enough for me. I also find it ironic because I am 
of Jewish decent, and they tried to recruit me without 
being aware of that. 

Another time I was at a show in the early where 90’s 
BLOODY MESS AND THE SCABS headlined. They are 
kind of like a GG Allin type knockoff band. Their singer 
pulled down his pants and started masturbating by the 
second song, and sticking the mic up his own ass. I 
thought it was very funny except for the fact that it was 
my microphone he was pleasuring himself with. All the 
Nazi’s started yelling “Faggot!” and started doing sieg 
heil salutes. I went outside where a lot of the old school 
punks were and told them what was going on. They 
were in the parking lot drinking, and when I told them, 
the whole group went charging into the hall, led by one 
of the toughest dudes I’ve ever known, Pete Hendricks. 
As we made our way through the crowd, Pete went 
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gonna cut this Nazi’s head off!” All the ARA people then 
grabbed Randy and lifted him off the ground as he was 
swinging the bottle screaming “C’mon motherfucker! I’ll 
cut your head off!” The skinhead was backed up against 
the wall with the broken bottle just barely missing his 
face. 

The ARA members then kicked all of us out of the 
house. So then the bass player, Tom, my girlfriend and 
I were walking in an alley to my van, and I turned to see 
a bunch of skinheads running after us. My first thought 
was, ‘Oh great I’m dead’. They caught me and kicked 
my guitar out of my hand and knocked me down. Then 
they pie faced my girlfriend as she tried to kick one of 
them. They started threatening Tom as they gathered 
around me, ready to start stomping and kicking me. 
Suddenly, as my demise begins, Beer City Mike comes 
running down the alley yelling, “Nobody fucks with the 
Beer City Family! Especially you fucking Nazi skin¬ 
heads!” He grabs the first guy next to me and picks him 
up and spikes him like a football to the pavement. He 
turned around as another ran at him, and he grabbed 
this skinhead by the throat and ran him into a wall. “I will 
kick ALL your asses!” 

Needless to say, the Nazi’s had a change of heart, 
and all backed down instantly. A couple of them picked 
their buddies off the ground and took off. Mike asked my 
girlfriend and I if we were ok. 

“Thanks a ton dude, for sticking up for us, that was 
fuckin’ scary.” I said. 

“No problem, I hate Nazi skinheads especially 
ones that fuck with my friends.” 

I really gained a ton of respect and trust in Mike 
that night... 

This kind of thing doesn’t happen in the punk scene 
as much anymore. Nazi’s just don’t show up as often. 
But 15 years ago, events like this happened all the time. 

I wonder if the kids nowadays are aware of just how 
crazy things could get, and it is now such a relief to go 
to, or play a show and just have a kick ass time. 

In an interesting side note to this story, months 
later Nazi Bill would have a warrant out for his arrest. 
The police went to get him and he ran up stairs and 
jumped out a second story window. The fall broke both 
his legs and one arm. I thought this was kind of funny 
when I heard about it. My friend, Bradshaw sang for 
4TH CLASS, and wrote a song about Nazi Bill called 
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“Nazi’s Can’t Fly”. Screwdriver was a band whose Nazi 
singer died in a car wreck; I guess Nazi’s can’t drive 
either (Dave Dictor with another valid point). 

On a lighter note: WARTORN did two back-to-back tours 
in 2008. First, we went out to the West Coast with AP¬ 
PALACHIAN TERROR UNIT. Unfortunately, our main 
gasket blew out in our van on the way to Flagstaff, AZ, 
which was only our fourth show on that tour. We spent 
an entire day getting the van fixed and after spending 
$1400 on it our transmission blew eight blocks after we 
left the shop. ATU drove us to LA for our next show and 
then we hooked up with Allen from Despotic Records. 
He drove us to every show from LA to Seattle, where 
he had to pick up COP ON FIRE. ATU was able to help 
us out with getting us to our last couple shows after that 
and then back home again. I’d like to thank ATU and Al¬ 
len Despotic for helping us out with that. And, as always, 
everyone that set up our shows on the West Coast was 
really hospitable. It was yet another awesome trip to the 
West despite the loss of our van. RIP Chevy Conversion 
Van, the most comfortable van ever, you are missed. 

After only being home for a few days after that 
tour, we headed out to Europe and hit the road with LOS 
DOLARES. We got to start off at Kopi in Berlin again, 
which is one of my favorite squats to play in Europe. 
Of course that tour had to start with a little scare since 
one of our left-handed guitars ended up in a different 
country and we had to wait seven hours before it got 
flown back to Berlin. We got to go to a couple countries 
that we didn’t play the first time we went out that way, 
like Norway, Sweden, The Netherlands, and Denmark. 
One of the highlights was playing Den Haag and hang¬ 
ing out with Marald, the guy who does the cover art for 
Wartorn, who set up a pro-wrestling themed show for 
us. It was awesome having D-Generation X playing on 
a huge video screen behind us while we rocked out. I 
would like to thank LOS DOLARES for doing the split 
7” and tour with us, our drivers on that tour (Sandra 
and Ana), everyone that set up our shows and cooked 
awesome meals for us, and most importantly, Juanmi 
from Deskontento Records for all the help he has given 
WARTORN. 

This last year, in May, WARTORN went on tour with 
CHOOSE YOUR POISON. We covered most of the 
US with the exception of the upper East Coast. We 
played so many awesome shows with amazing bands 
like: NUX VOMICA, HELLSHOCK, THE CRUDE (from 
Japan), RESIST, TRAGEDY, EYEHATEGOD, FUK, 
BLOOD THIRSTY SYSTEM, VOETSEK, and many 
more. The entire tour was amazing with everyone that 
hplped us and all the great fests and shows we got to 
play. And it’s always good to see our friends that are 
scattered across the country. 

In the works: WARTORN is doing a split LP with 
PYROKLAST, which I’m really excited about because 
PYROKLAST is one of my favorite Wisconsin bands. 

I am also in a new band called DRESDEN. We have 
our first 7” written and are recording it in a couple of 
days it will be limited to 300. We will also have an LP 
finished and will be recording it next month. Hush (Jer¬ 
emy Clark) is doing our front and back cover art and it 
looks amazing. I’m really excited to see it all finished. 
DRESDEN will be touring the West Coast in July with 
the PARISH (its Ryan from WARTORN’s new band, 
doom stoner metal, they’re amazing just for the record), 
and WARTORN and PYROKLAST will be touring the 
East Coast sometime in August. See you on the road! 

—Bitty 


and find that virtually every letter and editorial is dedi¬ 
cated to the new Nazi group and the upcoming rally. 
While the vast majority of the editorials and letters are 
opposed to the new group and rally, you notice a central 
theme: ignore the Nazis and they will go away; they’re 
not worth your time; no matter how repugnant their 
views are, we live in a democracy and must respect 
their right to free speech. As you read these editorials, 
all you can picture is the face of the kid who got gang- 
beaten by those Nazi thugs. “That kid was beaten to 
within an inch of his life. Where the hell is his freedom of 
speech?” you angrily mutter to yourself, “If free speech 
is really the issue, then why shouldn’t I protest these 
Nazi fucks?” With the image of those Nazi cowards fro¬ 
zen in your head, you make your way downtown to the 
rally. 

When you arrive, nothing can prepare you for the 
shock you feel. There’s a group of 45 Nazi skinheads 
waving swastika flags and holding up banners with 
crudely-scrawled racist messages. In front of the fas¬ 
cists is a group of about 30 cops using their bicycles as 
a barricade. Some are holding their batons, others have 
their badge numbers taped up. In front of the phalanx of 
cops is a much larger group of anti-fascist protesters. 
The most vocal and angry ones are wearing masks and 
right up in the face of the cops. There’s two very distinct 
groups of protesters - the most vocal group is carrying 
red-and-black flags, and wearing all black. They seem 
to all be about your age, although a few are older. The 
other group is a bunch of older folks dressed fairly nice, 
and carrying signs with more mundane slogans. Some 
of these folks are talking to the cops and pointing out 
“trouble makers” on the anti-racist side. You go up to 
these professional protesters and ask why they’re point¬ 
ing out the angry kids to the cops. “Those kids have 
their hearts in the right place, but this is a democracy 
- the racists have the right to free speech too. When 
you physically attack them, you’re no better than them,” 
they reply, “those children are making the rest of us look 
bad.” You look over and see the cops arrest two of the 
most vocal anti-fascists. Over their shoulder, you see 
the three Nazis who almost killed that black kid two days 
prior. You see red as you spit in the face of the pro¬ 
fessional anti-racist, then run towards the angry mob. 
Suddenly you’re grabbed and thrown down by two of 
the biggest cops you’ve ever seen. “This is freedom 
of speech, asshole” the larger cop says to you as they 
drag you away. 

Every time there’s a fascist rally in any city across 
the world, the debate rages on. The older, liberal set 
still cling to the belief that holding signs and listening to 
speeches on bullhorns will stop the Nazi campaign of 
terror. These are the same people who actually believe 
that the angry radical protesters give the movement a 
bad name, and willingly set the pigs loose in some mis¬ 
guided attempt to “save the movement” or something. 
And they call the anarchists elitist, I scoff. Now, I don’t 
have anything against those who aren’t able or willing 
to physically attack fascists. It’s a scary and intimidating 
prospect. Especially if you’re like me and lack bulk, size, 
and fighting ability. It’s one thing to recognize your own 
physical and mental limits. However, it’s another thing 
completely to admonish a group of people who are mad 
as hell about an ever-growing Nazi threat and are will¬ 
ing to put their own freedom and bodies on the line to 
tell the fascists loud and clear that they are not fucking 
welcome in this community. 

There’s a weird sort of mindset within the liberal/ 


in the pages of Profane Existence for everyone who 
never met my dad, as well as folks like Mollie, Jeremy, 
and Todd who have. I feel very lucky and priviliged to 
have had him for a father, even though I know it’s not 
punk as fuck to tell the world that you love your parents. 
My father was an amazing guy in a lot of ways and when 
my time comes, I hope I am remembered half as fondly 
as he is... 

For as far back as I can remember, I have been 
thought of as being someone who is good with words. I 
remember being told about this by a person or two while 
I was growing up here in Lexington. Grammar, spell¬ 
ing, and punctuation always came easy, even though I 
would have to struggle sometimes to keep my math and 
science grades above water. As the years have gone 
on, I have found myself being called on more than a few 
times to deliver words, whether through prose, poetry, 
magazine columns, and even song lyrics. 

However, there are times when the words will fail 
you; where you will struggle for days trying to convey 
a thought or an emotion and still not be able to come 
up with anything written or spoken to express the way 
that you feel. This is one of those times, as I sit here 
on a cramped commuter jet trying to compose a proper 
eulogy for George Henry Saretsky, my father and one 
of my best friends. 

I suppose a good way would be to start with the obvi¬ 
ous. He was never anything short of an excellent father 
to my sister Dana and me, as well as a loving husband 
to my mother, Ann Saretsky, for thirty-eight years. I 
have a tough time describing the internal dynamic of the 
Saretsky family outside of saying that we have always 
had a stability and a camaraderie that I wish every fam¬ 
ily could have. We are four very different people, but 
we’ve been through a lot together and still look forward 
to spending time with each other. Everyone I know that 
has met any or all of my immediate family has been 
moved by how well the four of us get along, and I would 
credit my father for being the cornerstone for all of it. 

I could go on for hours describing all the things that 
make my father what he is. In writing this, I immediate¬ 
ly think of quite a few but the one that comes to mind 
first is my father’s selflessness and his willingness to 
provide for his family and friends at all times. From a 
personal standpoint, I couldn’t tell you how many bad 
situations my father has bailed me out of over the years. 

I think of once incident that happened a little over a year 
ago where I was stuck on a highway shoulder in central 
Ohio because of a rolling blackout that had shut down 
the entire state. I honestly didn’t know how long I was 
going to be stuck there-that is until I managed to get a 
hold of my father, who was willing to fill up a couple of 
gas cans in the middle of the night and drive two and a 
half hours north to find me. Not only was he willing to 
do that, but he seemed happy to do so-even if it meant 
not getting to bed until 6am. To me, that is the very es¬ 
sence of my father’s nature-the fact that he was always 
willing to help someone out, even if it wasn’t convenient 
for him. 

Another thing that makes my father so important to me 
is that he has been nothing short of supportive of me 
in the thirty-seven years that I’ve been his son. Even 
though it’s been a long time since I played baseball and 
basketball as a kid, I will always have my memories of 
my father being at every game, front and center and 
rooting for me whether whatever team I was on was 
winning or losing. And as I eventually left sports behind 
to play guitar in various bands with equally varying de¬ 


tale of the final push, most of the build up over the last 
two years can be found at www.Drofaneexistence.ora/ 
stinkbot ; the next column will be about the actual trip 
west and from that point on this will become a column 
about being a stay-at-home dad, a hardcore homemak¬ 
er if you will, but for now here’s how it all went down. 

Last September (2009) after spending some 
months getting everything in order to sell our house and 
move to California, we got all stressed out and burned 
out and frankly a little sad at the prospect of leaving 
our neighborhood, and with winter coming we thought it 
may be more difficult to sell a house while the vast tun¬ 
dra of the north is blanketed in snow and so we put our 
plans on hold. Not forever mind you just for the time be¬ 
ing. It came to a head one night when Lori couldn’t sleep 
and was sitting in our back yard, it was a warm late 
summer night in Minneapolis, with the sound of trains 
in the distance and the ghosts of parties past were still 
raging near our fire pits, the garden plants were still fat 
with fruits and vegetables just beyond the garage and 
most important and sad was Gabe’s fort standing empty 
at the back of the yard. Something about that tableau 
moved Lori to tears and she just couldn’t face taking 
Gabe away from this home that we’d made for him. The 
decision to buy a house was made largely so that we 
could have a yard for our then two year old son to play 
in. 

Lori came up to our room and shook me awake to 
ask if we could put everything on hold. Well of course, 

I was sick of working on the house to get everything 
ready to move anyway. 

My job was to complete projects left half finished 
by Lori’s parents. Since I went back to work when Gabe 
was two, Lori’s folks would come over to help watch 
Gabe and from time to time start a project. At some 
point in the middle of the project there would be some 
sort of blowout, having them around all the time could 
be painful, Lori’s folks are VERY high maintenance peo¬ 
ple and so they’d have a fit over some perceived slight 
and refuse to watch Gabe anymore and in the process 
leave the project they’d started half finished. Eventually 
they’d come back to watch Gabe but the project was 
often left half done and another project was started. So 
in order to get ready to sell our house there were floors 
to scrape, walls to tape, mud and paint, tiles to lay, a 
basement to gut (truly the list was endless when you get 
to the guts of it) and with Lori and I both working full time 
jobs, getting these chores finished off during our down 
time was something worth putting off, if we could. 

In the following months, our relationship with one 
of our neighbors soured, this neighbor’s son and our 
boy have been closer than brothers since meeting when 
they were four years old. 

The boys still played but there was definitely a 
chill in the neighborhood camaraderie. 

We’d had a very communal relationship with this 
person, sharing childcare, gardens, bathrooms, we 
each had one toilet and combined there would be a 
minimum of 5 people at the houses at any given time, 
and we nearly always ate together. This neighbor was 
very supportive of me when I was going through rehab 
and we had a number of common acquaintances so the 
‘break up’ was hard. 

Through this, we maintained close relationships 
with the rest of our neighbors and they would often ask 
where the absent member of our crew was. Well, diss- 
ing on someone who wasn’t there to offer their end of 
the argument ain’t my style so we simply stated that 
we’d had a disagreement and didn’t want to elaborate. 






v. mv- .-»--» 

ing out with Marald, the guy who does the cover art for 
Wartorn, who set up a pro-wrestling themed show for 
us. It was awesome having D-Generation X playing on 
a huge video screen behind us while we rocked out. I 
would like to thank LOS DOLARES for doing the split 
7” and tour with us, our drivers on that tour (Sandra 
and Ana), everyone that set up our shows and cooked 
awesome meals for us, and most importantly, Juanmi 
from Deskontento Records for all the help he has given 
WARTORN. 

This last year, in May, WARTORN went on tour with 
CHOOSE YOUR POISON. We covered most of the 
US with the exception of the upper East Coast. We 
played so many awesome shows with amazing bands 
like: NUX VOMICA, HELLSHOCK, THE CRUDE (from 
Japan), RESIST, TRAGEDY, EYEHATEGOD, FUK, 
BLOOD THIRSTY SYSTEM, VOETSEK, and many 
more. The entire tour was amazing with everyone that 
helped us and all the great fests and shows we got to 
play. And it’s always good to see our friends that are 
scattered across the country. 

In the works: WARTORN is doing a split LP with 
PYROKLAST, which I’m really excited about because 
PYROKLAST is one of my favorite Wisconsin bands. 

I am also in a new band called DRESDEN. We have 
our first 7” written and are recording it in a couple of 
days it will be limited to 300. We will also have an LP 
finished and will be recording it next month. Hush (Jer¬ 
emy Clark) is doing our front and back cover art and it 
looks amazing. I’m really excited to see it all finished. 
DRESDEN will be touring the West Coast in July with 
the PARISH (its Ryan from WARTORN’s new band, 
doom stoner metal, they’re amazing just for the record), 
and WARTORN and PYROKLAST will be touring the 
East Coast sometime in August. See you on the road! 



Gabe of Medford, OR Pyrate Punx. Hard fuckin’ core! 



these professional protesters and ask why they’re point¬ 
ing out the angry kids to the cops. “Those kids have 
their hearts in the right place, but this is a democracy 
- the racists have the right to free speech too. When 
you physically attack them, you’re no better than them,” 
they reply, “those children are making the rest of us look 
bad.” You look over and see the cops arrest two of the 
most vocal anti-fascists. Over their shoulder, you see 
the three Nazis who almost killed that black kid two days 
prior. You see red as you spit in the face of the pro¬ 
fessional anti-racist, then run towards the angry mob. 
Suddenly you’re grabbed and thrown down by two of 
the biggest cops you’ve ever seen. “This is freedom 
of speech, asshole” the larger cop says to you as they 
drag you away. 

Every time there’s a fascist rally in any city across 
the world, the debate rages on. The older, liberal set 
still cling to the belief that holding signs and listening to 
speeches on bullhorns will stop the Nazi campaign of 
terror. These are the same people who actually believe 
that the angry radical protesters give the movement a 
bad name, and willingly set the pigs loose in some mis¬ 
guided attempt to “save the movement” or something. 
And they call the anarchists elitist, I scoff. Now, I don’t 
have anything against those who aren’t able or willing 
to physically attack fascists. It’s a scary and intimidating 
prospect. Especially if you’re like me and lack bulk, size, 
and fighting ability. It’s one thing to recognize your own 
physical and mental limits. However, it’s another thing 
completely to admonish a group of people who are mad 
as hell about an ever-growing Nazi threat and are will¬ 
ing to put their own freedom and bodies on the line to 
tell the fascists loud and clear that they are not fucking 
welcome in this community. 

There’s a weird sort of mindset within the liberal/ 
mainstream/wishy-washy-pseudo-activist camp. Es¬ 
sentially, they figure that they have the only answer, 
due to their age or education. Such an elitist and insult¬ 
ing mindset that does nothing but keep us constantly 
infighting instead of fighting the real enemy. See the 
mainstream “liberal” response to the black bloc kids in 
Vancouver for the anti-Olympics protests, or the G20 in 
Toronto for a prime example. 

Look - neo-fascism is a very fucking real threat 
in our communities. Sitting around singing “kumbaya” 
will not make it go away. Praying for the Nazi’s salvation 
will not cripple the white power movement. Condemning 
radical protesters for their direct action tactics will never 
stop the Nazis. Neither will squealing to the cops about 
fellow protesters. Hell, running to the cops about Nazis 
won’t work either. If we truly want to be a community, 
we need to start acting like it and taking matters into 
our own hands. Whether we’re talking about ourselves 
personally, or the greater community at large, here’s a 
well-worn statement that may or may not be a cliche at 
this point: SELF DEFENSE IS NO OFFENSE. 

END NOTES: 

As dismissive and spiteful as I may sound towards the 
liberal-folks in this column, I’m just trying to underline 
something for them: respect for diversity of tactics 
Learn it. Love it. Don’t snitch on your fellow protesters. 

I urge everyone who hasn’t yet, to read Chris Crass’ cri¬ 
tique of the white anti-racist activist. I used to have a few 
copies sitting around somewhere, which I’ll be distribut¬ 
ing when I can afford to. Google it - it’s a very important 
document for all of us anti-racist white-folk to read. It 
doesn’t condemn ARA’s approach at all, but offers some 
very important criticism. 

I’ve got a band now, and we’re pretty sweet. We’re 
called TRAUMA UNIT, and we sound like the bastard 
offsnrina of AUS-ROTTEN. THE PIST. ASSRASH. with 


had a stability and a camaraderie that I wish every fam¬ 
ily could have. We are four very different people, but 
we’ve been through a lot together and still look forward 
to spending time with each other. Everyone I know that 
has met any or all of my immediate family has been 
moved by how well the four of us get along, and I would 
credit my father for being the cornerstone for all of it. 

I could go on for hours describing all the things that 
make my father what he is. In writing this, I immediate¬ 
ly think of quite a few but the one that comes to mind 
first is my father’s selflessness and his willingness to 
provide for his family and friends at all times. From a 
personal standpoint, I couldn’t tell you how many bad 
situations my father has bailed me out of over the years. 

I think of once incident that happened a little over a year 
ago where I was stuck on a highway shoulder in central 
Ohio because of a rolling blackout that had shut down 
the entire state. I honestly didn’t know how long I was 
going to be stuck there-that is until I managed to get a 
hold of my father, who was willing to fill up a couple of 
gas cans in the middle of the night and drive two and a 
half hours north to find me. Not only was he willing to 
do that, but he seemed happy to do so-even if it meant 
not getting to bed until 6am. To me, that is the very es¬ 
sence of my father’s nature-the fact that he was always 
willing to help someone out, even if it wasn’t convenient 
for him. 

Another thing that makes my father so important to me 
is that he has been nothing short of supportive of me 
in the thirty-seven years that I’ve been his son. Even 
though it’s been a long time since I played baseball and 
basketball as a kid, I will always have my memories of 
my father being at every game, front and center and 
rooting for me whether whatever team I was on was 
winning or losing. And as I eventually left sports behind 
to play guitar in various bands with equally varying de¬ 
grees of talent, my father never made me feel like I had 
to fit into any sort of mold of what a son is supposed 
to be. In addition to being loved and respected by his 
family and friends, my father is also loved by all of my 
friends, bandmates, and other cohorts that have met 
him over the years. During the past week, I can’t count 
the number of friends of mine that have told me how 
lucky I am to have a father like him. I know I didn’t turn 
out as the most traditional son in the world, but I will 
always love and respect my father for never making me 
feel like I have to be anyone I’m not and for never giving 
up on me, even when times got tough. 

Last but certainly not least, I will always remember 
my father for the impression he’s left on me and in the 
aspects of his personality that I’ve found in myself, spe¬ 
cifically my stubbornness as well as my juvenile sense 
of humor. I couldn’t tell you how many times I’ve been 
called on either of those and my stock reply is always 
the same: “I get it from my old man.” But there are other 
qualities of my father’s personality that I would like to 
see in myself as I get older-his open-mindedness, his 
dedication to his family, and the high regard he is held 
in by anyone who has ever met him. Writing a eulogy 
for him has been one of the most difficult things I’ve 
ever had to do, but I would much rather have to do this 
than have lived my life without having him as a father. If 
there is one thing I would like my father or anyone else 
who reads or hears this to know, it’s that I know raising 
a son like me couldn’t have been easy. However, I do 
feel in a lot of ways that he couldn’t have done a better 
job, and while the words may fail me sometimes, my 
father never did. 

In remembrance of George Saretsky 9/27/43 to 1/7/10 
contact: diamond666@hotmail.com 


was two, Lori’s folks would come over to help watch 
Gabe and from time to time start a project. At some 
point in the middle of the project there would be some 
sort of blowout, having them around all the time could 
be painful, Lori’s folks are VERY high maintenance peo¬ 
ple and so they’d have a fit over some perceived slight 
and refuse to watch Gabe anymore and in the process 
leave the project they’d started half finished. Eventually 
they’d come back to watch Gabe but the project was 
often left half done and another project was started. So 
in order to get ready to sell our house there were floors 
to scrape, walls to tape, mud and paint, tiles to lay, a 
basement to gut (truly the list was endless when you get 
to the guts of it) and with Lori and I both working full time 
jobs, getting these chores finished off during our down 
time was something worth putting off, if we could. 

In the following months, our relationship with one 
of our neighbors soured, this neighbor’s son and our 
boy have been closer than brothers since meeting when 
they were four years old. 

The boys still played but there was definitely a 
chill in the neighborhood camaraderie. 

We’d had a very communal relationship with this 
person, sharing childcare, gardens, bathrooms, we 
each had one toilet and combined there would be a 
minimum of 5 people at the houses at any given time, 
and we nearly always ate together. This neighbor was 
very supportive of me when I was going through rehab 
and we had a number of common acquaintances so the 
‘break up’ was hard. 

Through this, we maintained close relationships 
with the rest of our neighbors and they would often ask 
where the absent member of our crew was. Well, diss- 
ing on someone who wasn’t there to offer their end of 
the argument ain’t my style so we simply stated that 
we’d had a disagreement and didn’t want to elaborate. 

When winter arrived Minnesota had its first real 
winter in a dog’s age. Plenty of snow and cold and a 
darker winter than many of us who’s lived through the 
Minnesota winters remembered. A lot of people com¬ 
mented on the claustrophobic feeling that had descend¬ 
ed upon them that year. By the end of winter our desire 
to leave Minnesota for good had solidified. 

When spring arrived, and not a moment too soon I 
might add, Lori was contacting organizations who were 
looking to hire a vibrant young woman and I was back 
in contact with a realtor we knew who lived in the neigh¬ 
borhood. Work began with renewed vigor and by April 
all of the major house-work was complete and we were 
ready to go on the market. 

Lori had some interviews set up in the Bay Area 
to coincide with a conference she was attending in San 
Jose in March and so our plans were moving forward. In 
the interim we researched communities and the cost of 
living and found out how much money we would need 
to make in California in order to live. People love to talk 
about how much more expensive it is to live in Califor¬ 
nia but when you look at it a little closer the difference 
isn’t all that great. Income taxes are less, utilities are 
comparable rent is about the same and even a little 
cheaper than our mortgage and since we’d be making 
more money out west than we were in Minnesota and 
since we’re not buying a new house, home ownership 
having lost its luster over the last six years, the cost of 
living really evens out. Yes, if we were planning on buy¬ 
ing a house we’d be harder pressed but we both felt that 
buying another house would lock us into a community 
and we don’t want to be trapped by a home anymore. 

Part of our maths included the fact that I would not 
be looking for work immediately, I would stay home with 
Gabe over the summer and acclimate him to our new 
community and I’d be given the opportunity to realize 
my life’s dream and be a stay at home father. 
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A Hypothetical 

You’re wandering around your neighborhood and you 
see a swastika spray-painted on the wall of your old 
school. You walk up a block and turn the corner only to 
see that every second lamppost and telephone pole has 
a flyer full of racist garbage about immigration and crime 
rates. You shake your head in disgust and continue on 
your way. Another two blocks up ahead in a city park, 
you hear yelling. As you get closer, you see three tall 
white kids kicking the shit out of a black kid. The three 
white kids are yelling all sorts of vile racist shit as they 
put the boot in. As they’re running away to celebrate, 
cyie of them puts up his arm in a Nazi salute and yells 
“Sieg Heil”. Your adrenaline is pumping as you run over 
to the victim to offer him help. He’s out cold. All you can 
do is call the ambulance and hope for the best for him. 

It’s now two days later. You’re reading the news¬ 
paper and see an article on a new hate group that’s 
formed in your city. You see that there’s going to be a 
rally downtown this afternoon to celebrate something 
called “White Pride Day”. You flip to the editorial page 


mainstream/wishy-washy-pseudo-activist camp. Es¬ 
sentially, they figure that they have the only answer, 
due to their age or education. Such an elitist and insult¬ 
ing mindset that does nothing but keep us constantly 
infighting instead of fighting the real enemy. See the 
mainstream “liberal” response to the black bloc kids in 
Vancouver for the anti-Olympics protests, or the G20 in 
Toronto for a prime example. 

Look - neo-fascism is a very fucking real threat 
in our communities. Sitting around singing “kumbaya” 
will not make it go away. Praying for the Nazi’s salvation 
will not cripple the white power movement. Condemning 
radical protesters for their direct action tactics will never 
stop the Nazis. Neither will squealing to the cops about 
fellow protesters. Hell, running to the cops about Nazis 
won’t work either. If we truly want to be a community, 
we need to start acting like it and taking matters into 
our own hands. Whether we’re talking about ourselves 
personally, or the greater community at large, here’s a 
well-worn statement that may or may not be a cliche at 
this point: SELF DEFENSE IS NO OFFENSE. 

END NOTES: 

As dismissive and spiteful as I may sound towards the 
liberal-folks in this column, I’m just trying to underline 
something for them: respect for diversity of tactics . 
Learn it. Love it. Don’t snitch on your fellow protesters. 

I urge everyone who hasn’t yet, to read Chris Crass’ cri¬ 
tique of the white anti-racist activist. I used to have a few 
copies sitting around somewhere, which I’ll be distribut¬ 
ing when I can afford to. Google it - it’s a very important 
document for all of us anti-racist white-folk to read. It 
doesn’t condemn ARA’s approach at all, but offers some 
very important criticism. 

I’ve got a band now, and we’re pretty sweet. We’re 
called TRAUMA UNIT, and we sound like the bastard 
offspring of AUS-ROTTEN, THE PIST, ASSRASH, with 
a touch of some early DEFIANCE. Ugh! 90s punk wor¬ 
ship! When we have something recorded, you’ll be the 
first to know. 

A special “thanks” and “you rule” to the wonderful folks 
in Minneapolis who hung out with me, put me up, and 
drank a few too many with me this past July. You go! 

If you haven’t already, get the new AMEBIX 12”. You 
know it’s a great idea. 



The following is a copy of the eulogy I read at my dad’s 
funeral in January of this year. I wanted to include it here 


grees of talent, my father never made me feel like I had 
to fit into any sort of mold of what a son is supposed 
to be. In addition to being loved and respected by his 
family and friends, my father is also loved by all of my 
friends, bandmates, and other cohorts that have met 
him over the years. During the past week, I can’t count 
the number of friends of mine that have told me how 
lucky I am to have a father like him. I know I didn’t turn 
out as the most traditional son in the world, but I will 
always love and respect my father for never making me 
feel like I have to be anyone I’m not and for never giving 
up on me, even when times got tough. 

Last but certainly not least, I will always remember 
my father for the impression he’s left on me and in the 
aspects of his personality that I’ve found in myself, spe¬ 
cifically my stubbornness as well as my juvenile sense 
of humor. I couldn’t tell you how many times I’ve been 
called on either of those and my stock reply is always 
the same: “I get it from my old man.” But there are other 
qualities of my father’s personality that I would like to 
see in myself as I get older-his open-mindedness, his 
dedication to his family, and the high regard he is held 
in by anyone who has ever met him. Writing a eulogy 
for him has been one of the most difficult things I’ve 
ever had to do, but I would much rather have to do this 
than have lived my life without having him as a father. If 
there is one thing I would like my father or anyone else 
who reads or hears this to know, it’s that I know raising 
a son like me couldn’t have been easy. However, I do 
feel in a lot of ways that he couldn’t have done a better 
job, and while the words may fail me sometimes, my 
father never did. 


In remembrance of George Saretsky 9/27/43 to 1/7/10 
contact: diamond666@hotmail.com 



It seems something in my life, an outside force has 
worked to try and get me to California. Often a girlfriend 
or a pal wanting to travel west was the motivation for 
this intended migration. Once, I even got a call from 
my friend Carl in Oakland saying “we have room in our 
house so get your ass out here and live amongst the 
punks!” well something like that anyway. That trip fell 
apart in Lawrence, Kansas where I ended up living for a 
spell and we can chat about that another time. Lori and 
I have had some false starts with this endeavor, getting 
the house ready for market only to pull out but this is the 


When winter arrived Minnesota had its first real 
winter in a dog’s age. Plenty of snow and cold and a 
darker winter than many of us who’s lived through the 
Minnesota winters remembered. A lot of people com¬ 
mented on the claustrophobic feeling that had descend¬ 
ed upon them that year. By the end of winter our desire 
to leave Minnesota for good had solidified. 

When spring arrived, and not a moment too soon I 
might add, Lori was contacting organizations who were 
looking to hire a vibrant young woman and I was back 
in contact with a realtor we knew who lived in the neigh¬ 
borhood. Work began with renewed vigor and by April 
all of the major house-work was complete and we were 
ready to go on the market. 

Lori had some interviews set up in the Bay Area 
to coincide with a conference she was attending in San 
Jose in March and so our plans were moving forward. In 
the interim we researched communities and the cost of 
living and found out how much money we would need 
to make in California in order to live. People love to talk 
about how much more expensive it is to live in Califor¬ 
nia but when you look at it a little closer the difference 
isn’t all that great. Income taxes are less, utilities are 
comparable rent is about the same and even a little 
cheaper than our mortgage and since we’d be making 
more money out west than we were in Minnesota and 
since we’re not buying a new house, home ownership 
having lost its luster over the last six years, the cost of 
living really evens out. Yes, if we were planning on buy¬ 
ing a house we’d be harder pressed but we both felt that 
buying another house would lock us into a community 
and we don’t want to be trapped by a home anymore. 

Part of our maths included the fact that I would not 
be looking for work immediately, I would stay home with 
Gabe over the summer and acclimate him to our new 
community and I’d be given the opportunity to realize 
my life’s dream and be a stay at home father. 

During Lori’s trip to San Jose I received a phone 
call from her stating that she’d found the organization. 
The interview had gone well and she had a really good 
feeling about this one, within two weeks there was an 
offer on the table. She loved the organization, the work 
fit in with our worldview and the salary offered was eas¬ 
ily within our budgetary boundaries, add that to the fact 
that they wanted her to stay put until our son had fin¬ 
ished up his school year and we knew that this was a 
good place for Lori to work. She accepted the position. 
We were moving to California and we had an official 
timeline. 

I continued work on the house, attaining Dump¬ 
ster bag, I gutted the basement, removing all the 30 
year old ceiling tiles that held in the fragrant aroma 
of cat urine and dog piss...our hound Boone having 
pissed enough on the kitchen floor on two occasions 
that it leaked into the basement. Purchasing and install¬ 
ing a new water heater and scraping and painting all 
of the walls in the basement. Perhaps most importantly 
we started clearing away all the shit we’d accumulated 
over the last several years. I can’t stand having tons of 
useless shit laying around cluttering up our lives and our 
basement was full of it. It all went out, if it couldn’t be 
taken to the thrift store or given to someone who would 
put it to immediate use it was trashed. We started filling 
up the garage with things that would go into a garage 
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sale to help us fund our grand scheme and we begun 
dressing up the house to get it ready to sell. 

Now we priced our house with hopes that any 
profit made we could put in the coffers to help fund the 
move. We lived in a very desirable part of Minneapolis, 
three blocks from the Mississippi river, close to parks 
and schools and very near to the Triple Rock Social 
Club, Turbo Existence house, The Hexagon, Memory 
Lanes and the Rathole. Of course the last joints in that 
list may be important only to me, houses in our hood 
went crazy a few years before and we vowed to keep 
our place cheap so that a young family could afford to 
live in the house. The previous owner did the same for 
us. 

I also looked at movers vs. truck rental and as it 
is with anything else, it’s cheaper to do it yourself so I 
reserved a 17’ U Haul and a tow trailer so that I could 
drag our vehicle across country. I also needed to find a 
buddy to drive out with me, a three day drive across the 
country alone, although feasible would not be advisable 
so I asked the one guy that I know who could take some 
time from work without having too much hassle from his 
employer since he is his own employer, Dan. Thankfully 
Dan looked forward to the idea of a road trip and agreed 
to help. My ducks were almost in a row. 

I knew that we were going to move in early June 
and so I wondered, would it be advisable to let my em¬ 
ployers know now? They would have plenty of time to 
find someone to assume my duties and I would have the 
time to train them in properly. On the other hand, I could 
be let go sooner that I’d want to and we’d be without 
my income for the duration which is something that we 
could not do and since my companies health insurance 
covers our entire family we needed me to be employed 
until the very end, so I decided to wait. 

Gabriel, since we began talking about moving, 
had his reservations. Our entire family lives within two 
hours of our house. He had ties in the neighborhood, 
a group of urchins that stalked the streets of Seward, 
sniping passersby with Nerf rifles, building forts, roving 
the ‘hood on bikes and of course all the boys are Lego 
fiends. Similar ties were made at his school which was 
outside of our neighborhood but the friends were no 
less close. Dan’s kids were a part of this group. It took 
a lot of explanation to make the move more palatable 
to Gabe, we could skateboard every day of the year, 
we could head into the mountains and snowboard or 
ski, we’d be able to visit the Jelly Belly plant and take 
home a bag of monkeyed up Jelly Beans. The clincher 
was explaining that we’d be close to Industrial Light 
and Magic, Skywalker Ranch and the redwoods where 
some of the scenes from Return of the Jedi were filmed. 
Gabe, just like his old man is a devout Star Wars nerd. 
We also decided to have Gabe help with the search for 
a new home and gave him veto powers. A little power 
gave our boy the boost he needed and soon enough he 
was talking about how he was going to move to Califor¬ 
nia. 

In looking for a place we knew we wanted to be 
close to where Lori was going to work, someplace with 
plenty of green space and parks, bike trails, obvious kid 
friendly activities and culture. 

SF and the East Bay, my first loves were unfortu¬ 
nately out of the equation due to proximity, and money. It’s 
also worth mentioning that the schools didn’t look all that 
great. The colleges are fine and maybe Gabe can choose 
to go to school there when he’s older but the elementary 
education choices just didn’t work out for our needs. 
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something drastic I was gonna end up being another 
cog in the wheel churning out bullshit for the masses 
to consume and numb their minds into oblivion. I could 
no longer watch TV, and I will never set foot in another 
commercial broadcast facility with the aims of working 
to destroy society by mass suicide. That’s what TV is 
and you can’t tell me any different. I have inside knowl¬ 
edge. 

After spending time cleaning the house and cook¬ 
ing I realized that THAT is what I want to do. I knew I 
was going to get to take the summer off and I felt like 
being a stay at home parent would be a great way to 
reconnect with my son and I’d get to cook everyday and 
clean my house. Keep it all clean and sparkly and not 
have to stress about my ‘day job’. 

The rest of the month was spent packing and rid¬ 
ding ourselves of clutter. Gabe was spending a lot of 
time with friends, Lori was going out with friends and 
when I wasn’t packing I was going to the odd show and 
chilling with my homies. 

I didn’t have any tear filled goodbyes, the last 
show I went to before the move was the MDC & RE¬ 
STARTS show at the Triple Rock and it was great. 
Nearly all of my friends were there and we all danced 
and rocked out to stellar performances by the bands we 
love, exchanged phone numbers and promises to look 
up Facebook accounts. It was nice. At the end of the 
night I rode off towards home detouring long enough 
to take a long bike ride down Franklin Avenue towards 
St. Paul, crossing the river and riding up the East River 
Road to Highland and crossing to take the West River 
road down to Lake Street and visit old haunts, leaving 
my calling card and basically bidding farewell to my 
home town. I was born in Minneapolis very close to 
where my house was. My dad lived eight blocks away 
from my house and I spent summers in the Seward 
neighborhood. 

The morning of June 2nd I picked up the U-Haul and 
trailer and started loading the fucker. All day long it was 
Lori (who hates moving and had taken ill) and I hauling 
gear into the truck while Gabe was at school. Through¬ 
out the day neighbors came out to lend a hand or bring 
a coffee and bid us farewell. My sister and my brother 
in law each stopped to haul boxes when they had some 
spare time and Ken Ciderpunk swung by to help near 
the end of the day. By evening we had the truck stuffed 
to the gills, the trailer to haul our vehicle was loaded and 
so we started cleaning the house. I had built up so much 
momentum over the last several months that it was dif¬ 
ficult for me to stop, even when the work had finished I 
felt it was important to clean the place. This bugged Lori 
to no end and at 11:00pm I took her to her sister’s place 
where she and Gabe would spend the next week while 
Gabe finished up his school year. I went back to the 
house and cleaned up the bathroom and kitchen and at 
1:00am my sister came over to say her goodbyes, she 
also helped me square a few things. 

I was exhausted but had more work to do so I 
went to join my wife and son at Lori’s sister’s place for 
a couple hours sleep before I went back to finish up 
the very last minute details...fucking details. Lori kept 
reminding me that we were paying out and found my 
incessant working very annoying indeed, but it’s hard to 
stop a moving train and that train was in my soul. I got 
a call from my realtor to move some stuff out of the ga¬ 
rage early the morning of the third and so I just started 
hauling stuff out to the alley and at that point I said fuck 
it. I was done. We were closing at 11:00am in St. Louis 
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back together. 

It was this time away that I, along with many oth¬ 
ers involved knew that we actually had a real good 
thing. You could almost use the age old phrase “you 
don’t know what you’ve got, till it’s gone” and I think a lot 
of us felt that. We are living in an age where technology 
reigns supreme, but that doesn’t mean it needs to be 
negative or ill-productive. I knew at times, that I would 
be coming across some very unsavory characters that 
would attempt to thwart, insult, and generally be lame, 
but I’m not affected by such negativity and was deter¬ 
mined to move forward. Our punk community is mostly 
based on network and communication, and having a 
centralized location for us to congregate is one of the 
best ways to do so. So, to have some ill-informed jack¬ 
ass slag on us, our community and efforts, and to call 
us “thieves” and “sellouts” is even more reason to come 
together. 

VOILAM! Organize and Arise was born. To say that 
we live in a caring and compassionate community of 
friends is putting it lightly. Because of the efforts of so 
many, we have been able to open a new chapter with 
old friends and make a path to new ones. Dan at PE 
was amazingly thoughtful to help host the site, while Un¬ 
kraut helped do the grueling task of publishing the site 
on the server. If it wasn’t for these folks, we wouldn’t 
have been able to do it. 

Take the time to check it out if you haven’t yet 
www.oraanizeandarise.ora . This is where the world can 
come together and help each other out. From gigs and 
tours to DIY spaces and our deep rooted punk ethos. 
When it comes down to it, it’s us against the world. With 
a dedicated heart, mutual aid and cooperation, we can 
truly live underground. Cheers, —Leffer 



Currently I sit in the back seat of a van filled with smelly 
punk rockers encrusted in last night’s beer and whis¬ 
key as we drive through Delaware blasting CROSSED 
STITCHED EYES. I’ve been on the road three weeks 
with COGNITIVE DISSONANCE and it’s been non-stop 
chaos and insanity. 

The deadly anxiousness and stale lack of motiva¬ 
tion that consumed me before leaving for this trip seems 
to be reversed fully. My mind is racing with ideas and 
unexpectedly I’m aching to make Minneapolis all the 
more enjoyable. Traveling to new cities night after night, 
building new alliances and connections, catching up 
with friends, visual stimulation, and endless exploration 
have again triggered my desire and lust for life. Punk is 
an amazing fucking thing. Though it may seem lame, 
cliche, and trite to attempt to express in words, and I’m 
not trying to romanticize the lifestyle when I say this, 
but this community is fucking brilliant, I mean it. Loaded 
With the most creative, bad ass. skilled, and interesting 


ing in with myself I asked myself, “What’s important? 
What do you stand for? What do you believe in?” And 
having no choice but to process and fucking deal with 
it, I am stronger. 

Smaller scenes like Hartford, Connecticut, Hun¬ 
tington, West Virginia, and Cincinnati, Ohio really were 
unexpected amazing times. Even without access to a 
million record stores, info shops, and collectives, the 
passion was so apparent and genuine. A few strong, 
firey people really make the best of what they have, and 
pull it together to make it fucking rock. (Especially for 
bands on tour, THANK YOU!!!) 

Boston, Massachusetts was a brilliant array of 
community organizing and fearlessness. Before th£ 
show we met up with the bands and organizers and cre¬ 
ated a plan of action, and discussed what we’d do if 
cops appeared. It was a generator show in the middle 
of a park on top of a steep hill. It was a bit of effort to get 
there, but not too much. Everyone helped. Total D.I.Y. It 
was completely dark, only lights from distant buildings, 
peoples lighters, cellphones, and an almost full moon 
lit where to see. It seemed as though no one was there 
until the first few chords were stung and out from the 
darkness crept about 35-50 punks. Shrouded around a 
totally illegal gathering played a band, and this visual is 
one I’ll never forget. Epic. 

A show fell through for the next day, so again Bos¬ 
ton punks made it fucking count! It went from drinking 
and driving in a couple vehicles jammed with rowdy cra¬ 
zies to rampaging through the woods, jumping off cliffs 
into a private reservoir, swimming, and telling cops to 
fuck off and not getting arrested. Thanks to new found 
friends, a day that could have easily been a complete 
waste became a fucking incredible good time. 

Throughout this tour I’ve been so inspired to treat 
bands coming through all the better. As far as setting 
up gigs go, promoting, flyering, feeding them, offering 
a place to crash, and being prepared always seemed 
obvious, but now I can sympathize with how important 
it really is. I feel so fortunate in my travels it makes me 
want to return the favor even harder. I am so fucking 
grateful. Punks take care of each other!!! 

In attempts to write this, what I’m really trying 
to say is nothing is inevitable, everything is possible. 
There is so much out there, and ways to see, do, and 
be a part of it. Walking a few miles somewhere that’s 
not comfortable or familiar has been the cure to my 
doubt and frustration. Things and feelings are tempo¬ 
rary, enjoy and live what you can. I understand this is 
it, I’ve one life and accept I will someday die, and I’m 
okay with that, have to be. I never want to stop or slow 
down, and as long as I’m able I will continue. Experi¬ 
ence builds character! Life fucking sucks, but there are 
ways to make it. In my experience, if things aren’t going 
so great, trying something outside your comfort zone 
can be vital. You never know what you may find. 

I wrote this a few years back at a point where 
again, I was feeling stagnant and routine. 

Where to Next? 

Amplify my consciousness. 

Doomed to this eternity of a life. 

Living it endlessly in infinite variations. 

Crawling in and out of my own mind. 

A threshold of adventure is waiting! 

Beside the fear of all fears; the unknown. 





to neip My oucks were almost in a row. 

I knew that we were going to move in early June 
and so I wondered, would it be advisable to let my em¬ 
ployers know now? They would have plenty of time to 
find someone to assume my duties and I would have the 
time to train them in properly. On the other hand, I could 
be let go sooner that I’d want to and we’d be without 
my income for the duration which is something that we 
could not do and since my companies health insurance 
covers our entire family we needed me to be employed 
until the very end, so I decided to wait. 

Gabriel, since we began talking about moving, 
had his reservations. Our entire family lives within two 
hours of our house. He had ties in the neighborhood, 
a group of urchins that stalked the streets of Seward, 
sniping passersby with Nerf rifles, building forts, roving 
the ‘hood on bikes and of course all the boys are Lego 
fiends. Similar ties were made at his school which was 
outside of our neighborhood but the friends were no 
less close. Dan’s kids were a part of this group. It took 
a lot of explanation to make the move more palatable 
to Gabe, we could skateboard every day of the year, 
we could head into the mountains and snowboard or 
ski, we’d be able to visit the Jelly Belly plant and take 
home a bag of monkeyed up Jelly Beans. The clincher 
was explaining that we’d be close to Industrial Light 
and Magic, Skywalker Ranch and the redwoods where 
some of the scenes from Return of the Jedi were filmed. 
Gabe, just like his old man is a devout Star Wars nerd. 
We also decided to have Gabe help with the search for 
a new home and gave him veto powers. A little power 
gave our boy the boost he needed and soon enough he 
was talking about how he was going to move to Califor¬ 
nia. 

In looking for a place we knew we wanted to be 
close to where Lori was going to work, someplace with 
plenty of green space and parks, bike trails, obvious kid 
friendly activities and culture. 

SF and the East Bay, my first loves were unfortu¬ 
nately out of the equation due to proximity, and money. It’s 
also worth mentioning that the schools didn’t look all that 
great. The colleges are fine and maybe Gabe can choose 
to go to school there when he’s older but the elementary 
education choices just didn’t work out for our needs. 

We started looking in Silicon Valley. Specifically 
Mountain View and Sunnyvale, the schools rated very 
high, the neighborhoods were neighborhoody and the 
rents were reasonable. 

I had a thing for Mountain View right off the bat, 
I don’t know why it was just a feeling that I had. I really 
liked something about it for no reason other than my 
own gut. After digging around the internets for a spell 
we settled on two places and sent our agent in the field 
to check into them for us. She HIGHLY recommended 
a place off of Castro Street near downtown Mountain 
View, we made an offer and got the place. DONE! An¬ 
other thing to check off the list, we had a place to live. 

In the middle of April our house finally went on the 
market. It was a constant chore to keep the house tidy 
and un-cluttered and at the same time pack so that upon 
sale we wouldn’t be scrambling to get it all done. It took 
eight days, it felt like eight months but we had an offer 
that we could almost live with and after a little back and 
forth it was agreed upon and we were gonna sell the joint. 

We now had MORE work to do because we need¬ 
ed to pass a few more inspections but I was totally into it 
because there was finally a light at the end of the tunnel. 
We had some stumbles on the money side. We were 
hoping to walk with some cash but in the end had to pay 
some money. At the time I wouldn’t let it get to me, I just 
wanted out but Lori was pissed about it, looking back 
I’m annoyed but I just can’t get pissed about something 
that I have no control over. I think Lori was also annoyed 


ana rocxea out to stellar penormances Dy tne Danas we 
love, exchanged phone numbers and promises to look 
up Facebook accounts. It was nice. At the end of the 
night I rode off towards home detouring long enough 
to take a long bike ride down Franklin Avenue towards 
St. Paul, crossing the river and riding up the East River 
Road to Highland and crossing to take the West River 
road down to Lake Street and visit old haunts, leaving 
my calling card and basically bidding farewell to my 
home town. I was born in Minneapolis very close to 
where my house was. My dad lived eight blocks away 
from my house and I spent summers in the Seward 
neighborhood. 

The morning of June 2nd I picked up the U-Haul and 
trailer and started loading the fucker. All day long it was 
Lori (who hates moving and had taken ill) and I hauling 
gear into the truck while Gabe was at school. Through¬ 
out the day neighbors came out to lend a hand or bring 
a coffee and bid us farewell. My sister and my brother 
in law each stopped to haul boxes when they had some 
spare time and Ken Ciderpunk swung by to help near 
the end of the day. By evening we had the truck stuffed 
to the gills, the trailer to haul our vehicle was loaded and 
so we started cleaning the house. I had built up so much 
momentum over the last several months that it was dif¬ 
ficult for me to stop, even when the work had finished I 
felt it was important to clean the place. This bugged Lori 
to no end and at 11:00pm I took her to her sister’s place 
where she and Gabe would spend the next week while 
Gabe finished up his school year. I went back to the 
house and cleaned up the bathroom and kitchen and at 
1:00am my sister came over to say her goodbyes, she 
also helped me square a few things. 

I was exhausted but had more work to do so I 
went to join my wife and son at Lori’s sister’s place for 
a couple hours sleep before I went back to finish up 
the very last minute details...fucking details. Lori kept 
reminding me that we were paying out and found my 
incessant working very annoying indeed, but it’s hard to 
stop a moving train and that train was in my soul. I got 
a call from my realtor to move some stuff out of the ga¬ 
rage early the morning of the third and so I just started 
hauling stuff out to the alley and at that point I said fuck 
it. I was done. We were closing at 11:00am in St. Louis 
Park and I had to be done. For the first time in nearly a 
year I was done working on the house. 

This is where we’ll end this tale for the time being. I’ll 
pick up and regale you with details of the trip west with Dan 
in the next riveting issue of Profane Existence Magazine. 
Stay strong, stay punk. 

Jeremy Stinkbot 



Greetings to all! So, as many of you may know, the all 
mighty plug on the PE message board was pulled and 
a good majority of our network went KA-PUT! Some of 
you were understanding and realized that some of us 
needed to find a life outside of the board, and unplug¬ 
ging may have been a good thing, for now. Unfortunate¬ 
ly there was a small band of ill-informed lug nuts that ac- 
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on the server. If it wasn’t for these folks, we wouldn’t 
have been able to do it. 

Take the time to check it out if you haven’t yet 
www.orQanizeandarise.ora . This is where the world can 
come together and help each other out. From gigs and 
tours to DIY spaces and our deep rooted punk ethos. 
When it comes down to it, it’s us against the world. With 
a dedicated heart, mutual aid and cooperation, we can 
truly live underground. Cheers, —Leffer 



Currently I sit in the back seat of a van filled with smelly 
punk rockers encrusted in last night’s beer and whis¬ 
key as we drive through Delaware blasting CROSSED 
STITCHED EYES. I’ve been on the road three weeks 
with COGNITIVE DISSONANCE and it’s been non-stop 
chaos and insanity. 

The deadly anxiousness and stale lack of motiva¬ 
tion that consumed me before leaving for this trip seems 
to be reversed fully. My mind is racing with ideas and 
unexpectedly I’m aching to make Minneapolis all the 
more enjoyable. Traveling to new cities night after night, 
building new alliances and connections, catching up 
with friends, visual stimulation, and endless exploration 
have again triggered my desire and lust for life. Punk is 
an amazing fucking thing. Though it may seem lame, 
cliche, and trite to attempt to express in words, and I’m 
not trying to romanticize the lifestyle when I say this, 
but this community is fucking brilliant, I mean it. Loaded 
with the most creative, bad ass, skilled, and interesting 
folks on the planet. With what other group of humans 
can you travel anywhere in the world, see or know of 
a punk, and be welcomed or pointed in a direction of 
action? You may have met someone once at a gig ten 
years ago and run into them again, and it seems like 
you just picked up right where you left off. I saw and felt 
so much energy, creativity, and raging passion bloom¬ 
ing and bursting throughout this tour I am stoked to see 
what happens next. This movement in general is feeling 
like it’s going to explode! 

In this particular adventure I’ve been so blown 
away by the instant connection, bond, and hospitality 
that has welcomed us. Venturing to cities that I’ve never 
been to before, small or gigantic, what will be remem¬ 
bered most are the connections and memories made. 
There have been extreme highs and lows. Moments of 
uncertainty, doubt, and rage, but all in all the experience 
is very fond and I appreciate every situation for what it 
was. 

The attempt to get into Canada was indeed a very 
low point on tour. The morning we left for that journey 
we tried to contain our insides from bursting with ex¬ 
citement. We were aware there was a chance of being 
denied entrance, however, we researched, prepared, 
and just tried to be positive about it. Looking forward 
for months we ached to explore Montreal, meet up with 
good friends, and check out the Katacombes venue 
they would have played. Driving through the mountain- 


one I’ll never forget. Epic. 

A show fell through for the next day, so again Bos¬ 
ton punks made it fucking count! It went from drinking 
and driving in a couple vehicles jammed with rowdy cra¬ 
zies to rampaging through the woods, jumping off cliffs 
into a private reservoir, swimming, and telling cops to 
fuck off and not getting arrested. Thanks to new found 
friends, a day that could have easily been a complete 
waste became a fucking incredible good time. 

Throughout this tour I’ve been so inspired to treat 
bands coming through all the better. As far as setting 
up gigs go, promoting, flyering, feeding them, offering 
a place to crash, and being prepared always seemed 
obvious, but now I can sympathize with how important 
it really is. I feel so fortunate in my travels it makes me 
want to return the favor even harder. I am so fucking 
grateful. Punks take care of each other!!! 

In attempts to write this, what I’m really trying 
to say is nothing is inevitable, everything is possible. 
There is so much out there, and ways to see, do, and 
be a part of it. Walking a few miles somewhere that’s 
not comfortable or familiar has been the cure to my 
doubt and frustration. Things and feelings are tempo¬ 
rary, enjoy and live what you can. I understand this is 
it, I’ve one life and accept I will someday die, and I’m 
okay with that, have to be. I never want to stop or slow 
down, and as long as I’m able I will continue. Experi¬ 
ence builds character! Life fucking sucks, but there are 
ways to make it. In my experience, if things aren’t going 
so great, trying something outside your comfort zone 
can be vital. You never know what you may find. 

I wrote this a few years back at a point where 
again, I was feeling stagnant and routine. 

Where to Next? 

Amplify my consciousness. 

Doomed to this eternity of a life. 

Living it endlessly in infinite variations. 

Crawling in and out of my own mind. 

A threshold of adventure is waiting! 

Beside the fear of all fears; the unknown. 

...Not scared of it, only wishing it to come sooner! 

Slipping into dreamland, willingly- crashing into the un¬ 
conscious mind, to confront my very worst... 

Look it in the eyes and stare and read and think 

Getting no answers, only whispers and shadows. 
Transformed by experience 
Is never enough? 

Awaiting the call, that fulfillment, is it a secret; where is it? 
Wanting renewal but I am a fool... 

Never felt more alive then when I thought I was going to die 
Resurrection- transformation- rebirth- wisdom 

Waiting for the call 
Longing for the call 

Nothing remains when your empty 
Nothing begins if you don’t start. 

What is my next destination? 

Where to next? 

mm 












We started looking in Silicon Valley. Specifically 
Mountain View and Sunnyvale, the schools rated very 
high, the neighborhoods were neighborhoody and the 
rents were reasonable. 

I had a thing for Mountain View right off the bat, 
I don’t know why it was just a feeling that I had. I really 
liked something about it for no reason other than my 
own gut. After digging around the internets for a spell 
we settled on two places and sent our agent in the field 
to check into them for us. She HIGHLY recommended 
a place off of Castro Street near downtown Mountain 
View, we made an offer and got the place. DONE! An¬ 
other thing to check off the list, we had a place to live. 

In the middle of April our house finally went on the 
market. It was a constant chore to keep the house tidy 
and un-cluttered and at the same time pack so that upon 
sale we wouldn’t be scrambling to get it all done. It took 
eight days, it felt like eight months but we had an offer 
that we could almost live with and after a little back and 
forth it was agreed upon and we were gonna sell the joint. 

We now had MORE work to do because we need¬ 
ed to pass a few more inspections but I was totally into it 
because there was finally a light at the end of the tunnel. 
We had some stumbles on the money side. We were 
hoping to walk with some cash but in the end had to pay 
some money. At the time I wouldn’t let it get to me, I just 
wanted out but Lori was pissed about it, looking back 
I’m annoyed but I just can’t get pissed about something 
that I have no control over. I think Lori was also annoyed 
because not only did we end up paying out but I was 
working my ass off on the place and there seemed to be 
no end to the buyers’ demands. 

One more reason for me to never deal with this 
shit again. In my opinion...FUCK OWNERSHIP. 

Gabe was helping me pack up every night and was 
helping me paint and do anything that involved tools. 
Kids are great help, especially if they get to use a tool. 

Our friends expected us to have a going away 
party and for a minute we were thinking the same, we 
always have parties. Anytime we went out people asked 
when we were gonna have a going away party. Lori and 
I, after much discussion decided that we really didn’t 
want to have a party and couldn’t imagine having to host 
a party on top of all the stress we were under to get our 
shit together, it would just be too much. However Gabe 
was going to turn nine years old, we were already hav¬ 
ing his birthday party and decided that later that evening 
we could get some fires going and invite anyone that 
wanted to show up, or anyone passing on the street the 
day of the big ol’ moving sale which happened to be 
earlier that day anyway. Problem solved. Just keep it 
simple and from that point forth just pack and get our 
new lives in order. 

Every night before sleep Lori and I lay in bed chat¬ 
ting, just like on TV. Our mantra became “We’re moving 
to California.” Any problem that came up we could blow 
off because “Hey, we’re moving to California! Fuck it! 
We’re moving to California!!” We were very excited. 

In early May I finally gave notice at work. My last day 
would be a month out and in the interim I would continue 
working and help in the search for someone to take my 
position. 

The final month working at Hubbard Broadcasting 
was difficult. I couldn’t stand working there anymore. I’d 
reached a place in my life where I felt that if I didn’t do 


Park and I had to bo dono For tho first tlrn© in nearly u 
year I was done working on the house. 

This is where we’ll end this tale for the time being. I’ll 
pick up and regale you with details of the trip west with Dan 
in the next riveting issue of Profane Existence Magazine. 
Stay strong, stay punk. 

Jeremy Stinkbot 



Greetings to all! So, as many of you may know, the all 
mighty plug on the PE message board was pulled and 
a good majority of our network went KA-PUT! Some of 
you were understanding and realized that some of us 
needed to find a life outside of the board, and unplug¬ 
ging may have been a good thing, for now. Unfortunate¬ 
ly there was a small band of ill-informed lug nuts that ac¬ 
tually took the opportunity to slag, complain, insult and 
generally act like a bunch of childish half-wits. Here’s a 
prime example of the previously mentioned directly from 
Profane Existence. 

This is an enquiry e-mail via http://profaneexistence. 
org/ from: Fuck PE < fuckoe@fuckpe.com 
Good idea to shut down your forum. Profane existence 
sucks. Sellouts. Thieves. Capitalists. The shame of the 
punk scene. 

So.yeah, this is one of many attempts to toss out 

some of the most idiotic, asinine responses to the shut 
down. For those of you who really do have some form 
of intelligence, you’ll know that the board was infested 
with spam, it was out of control, while at times, lack¬ 
ing in mods. Having to deal with such jackassery (like 
shown above), I would have canceled the thing out my¬ 
self, purely out of frustration. I will say, that I was rather 
bummed about the whole debacle. All the information 
stored, contacts, and really good conversations, etc. 
were gone...for good. So we all sat back, realized there 
was a bright star in the sky to feed our bodies vitamin 
D, and with that, we reconnected with the real world. 

Then we started to realize at times that the real 
world isn’t so pretty. It’s corrupt, hateful, materialistic, 
and sometimes just too damn hot! So, yours truly got a 
wild hair up his tuchus and decided “hey, let’s start over 
and open a new chapter”. Thanks to the already existing 
social sites, I had many contacts from the now defunct 
message board. After re-connecting with these old fo¬ 
rum friends, I was able to track down the smartest IT 
punks, well rounded “mod” types and overall excellent 
folk. With these re-established contacts, we decided to 
embark on a new cyber community and bring the gang 


with tho most croutlvu, bad iihn, tkillod, and lutoroutlng 
folks on the planet. With what other group of humans 
can you travel anywhere in the world, see or know of 
a punk, and be welcomed or pointed in a direction of 
action? You may have met someone once at a gig ten 
years ago and run into them again, and it seems like 
you just picked up right where you left off. I saw and felt 
so much energy, creativity, and raging passion bloom¬ 
ing and bursting throughout this tour I am stoked to see 
what happens next. This movement in general is feeling 
like it’s going to explode! 

In this particular adventure I’ve been so blown 
away by the instant connection, bond, and hospitality 
that has welcomed us. Venturing to cities that I’ve never 
been to before, small or gigantic, what will be remem¬ 
bered most are the connections and memories made. 
There have been extreme highs and lows. Moments of 
uncertainty, doubt, and rage, but all in all the experience 
is very fond and I appreciate every situation for what it 
was. 

The attempt to get into Canada was indeed a very 
low point on tour. The morning we left for that journey 
we tried to contain our insides from bursting with ex¬ 
citement. We were aware there was a chance of being 
denied entrance, however, we researched, prepared, 
and just tried to be positive about it. Looking forward 
for months we ached to explore Montreal, meet up with 
good friends, and check out the Katacombes venue 
they would have played. Driving through the mountain¬ 
ous forests of Vermont on a beautiful sunny day whilst 
blasting THE GITS really upped our moods. So much 
anticipation! But as the border approached, nervous¬ 
ness attacked our stomachs despite the preparation 
and “story” we went over countless times. 

Things seemed to be going smoothly as we 
stopped at the border... passports checked, friendly 
banter and some laughter with the border patrol. Just as 
we were about to grin with delight thinking they were go¬ 
ing to wave us through, our hearts sunk as they asked 
us to pull over and come inside. We sit and wait as they 
interrogate, search, and judge. Trying to stay positive 
we smiled, cracked jokes, and really thought we were 
going to somehow get through. We had nothing illegal 
on us, tried to look clean and half decent, and were very 
friendly and polite. We waited for what seemed to be 
a lifetime when alas an officer with a tough demeanor 
approached and firmly asked “Which one of you is Kal- 
vin?” They left and across the room I noticed our friend 
sweating and pulling on his dreads with shaking hands. 

I read their body language like a terrible ending. At this 
point I knew we were fucked. Not getting through. DE¬ 
NIED! Who knew a theft charge would be considered a 
felony in Canada?? I mean, stealing a Pro-Lifer’s sign in 
front of an abortion clinic and breaking it in front of them 
to defend women’s rights isn’t THAT big of a deal, is it? 
Anyway, miles of hope crushed and decayed in front of 
me, my skin was on fire and it felt like my insides were 
being ripped apart. Such an extreme fluctuation of emo¬ 
tion in that short amount of time. 

This, on top of wearing thin in general, gigs falling 
through, zero alone time, being tired, broke, and hungry 
— for a moment I thought I was going to lose it. 

In the back of the van I jotted down thoughts to try and 
make sense of the helplessness I was feeling. Check- 


nenifl© !hn row of nil Tows, the unknown 
...Not scared of it, only wishing it to come sooner! 

Slipping into dreamland, willingly- crashing into the un¬ 
conscious mind, to confront my very worst... 

Look it in the eyes and stare and read and think 

Getting no answers, only whispers and shadows. 
Transformed by experience 
Is never enough? 

Awaiting the call, that fulfillment, is it a secret; where is it? 
Wanting renewal but I am a fool... 

Never felt more alive then when I thought I was going to die 
Resurrection- transformation- rebirth- wisdom 

Waiting for the call 
Longing for the call 

Nothing remains when your empty 
Nothing begins if you don’t start. 

What is my next destination? 

Where to next? 



It’s barely six a.m. The alarm hasn’t gone off yet, but 
that doesn’t matter. I’m already awake, running lists in 
my head of the things to come in my workday. It’s Sat¬ 
urday morning. The birds are chirping, first wink of light 
almost peeking through the cracks in my black curtains, 
and I can already tell it’s gonna be a hot one... 

I peel myself out of the comfort of my dark soft 
nest, wipe the sleep out of my eyes, and head down the 
hill to the place I call work. I open the front door, turn the 
alarm off and the lights on. At this moment, the kitchen 
is mine, before any employee has come to work— 
before a customer has come to eat. I turn on the ovens: 
checking the pilots on the convection, conventionals, 
and pizzas. I light the grill and flattop, turn on the fryer, 
and start setting up the line. I unlock the gate and get 
ready for the crew to start arriving. It’s early still, and 
I’m tired. I make a pot of coffee and turn up Sabbath, 
Bloody Sabbath, and move through the kitchen alone, 
in my head. I silently organize in preparation for my long 
day to come... 

The kitchen folks start to appear through the back 
entrance, hours before we actually open for service. 
One of the cooks calls in and has missed his bus clear 
across town—shit. I get his stuff started so we can open 
in time, taking mental notes of what I may have to 86 
before we even open. In my frustration, I fail to notice 
that someone has misplaced the cornstarch in our bins 
of dry goods, placing it over the container of powdered 
sugar. I swiftly place a fat cup of cornstarch in my mint 
whipped cream that takes a day to infuse. Shit again! I 
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need to remake it but have to settle for less in the pinch 
of time. The perfectionist in me is disappointed that 
the quality of food will suffer. The line cook in me says 
“Make it fucking work Maygun”. 

We open for service, and the tickets start to tick 
in before I’m ready. I slice rolls for my sandwich spe¬ 
cial when the delivery comes in with a large serrated 
kitchen knife. Midway through the conversation with a 
server about why Ozzy shouldn’t have made a new al¬ 
bum- SLICE! I make the rare mistake, straight into the 
top of my finger with the worn down serrated blade. It 
aches deep immediately, and I say “OFF LINE!” and run 
to the bathroom. Thick drops of red spill into fast, dra¬ 
matic streams on the stark white porcelain sink. Other 
than ouch, I think to myself—If I can just get it to stop 
bleeding, I can go back to work... 

Bandaged but not broken, I continue through my 
day. We were busier than expected, clearing close to 
300 covers for our Saturday brunch. I’ve been there for 
about none hours, and in the end, after cleaning and 
saying goodbye to the rest of the crew, I still have to 
stay to prep almost ten gallons of chopped potatoes for 
the next morning. My finger still hurts, I’m still tired, and 
I want a fucking drink. I need to get up before 6 a.m. 
tomorrow and do it again. Ah, a day in the life. 

The obvious question one would think to ask after 
hearing about a day like this, a day filled with filled lack 
of sleep, stress, mistakes, hard work, physical strain, and 
mental endurance then, is the following: Why do I do this? 
What makes me return day after day, to a hot kitchen, to 
the long hours, the unpredictability, the potential injury, the 
thankless nature of working in the back of house? To the hot 
fast sear of a bum, to the quick cold slice of a knife, to the 
carpal tunnel turns arthritis through endless prep? Or, rath¬ 
er, to the potential ecstasy of the ultimately sublime plate 
of food? The perfectly executed meal. To the “yum” that is 
inexplicable when it falls out of someone’s mouth without 
them noticing. To the next great creation. The answer is 
simple. 

I cook because I have to. It’s in my blood. It’s my pas¬ 
sion. It’s who I am. 

I have noticed, during this life-long journey discover¬ 
ing and exploring food—that I am not alone. To me, food is 
my life. It is family. It is friends. It is a paycheck, a conversa¬ 
tion, a politic, a romance—and others feel the same way. 
My intention in starting this discussion- for I do want it to be 
a discussion and not just a monologue- is to get people talk¬ 
ing about food. Why are we, as punk rockers, so entranced 
by it? I get the esthetic that it was a job to have while being 
covered in tattoos, or going on tour...but why stay 15 years 
later? 

I want to talk about the politics of food, in addition 
to the art and science of it. My intention for this column is 
to create an open discussion about food politics—urban 
farming, the importance of eating local, sustainable. About 
independent gatherings and underground DIY restaurants. 
About people that make their own tinctures, brew their own 
beer, cultivate their own livestock, make their own cheese, 
bake their own bread, and more. I want to review books, 
zines and movies covering these important topics. 

This time around, this is just my introduction to y’all. A 
reintroduction of sorts, and a rant as always. It is still about 
food, but with a new twist-1 say right from the start that I do 
not intend for this to be a solely vegan recipe section as 
I had written in the past. I want it to be an open, inspiring 
discussion about food and the force that surrounds it, and 
all are welcome. So please get in touch- Cheers! —Maygun 
mayaun@mail.com or www.mvspace.com/punkrock- 
foodforum 


came from punk scholars. On the flipside though, some 
of the most intolerant behavior was cut from the same 
cloth. This is a place where I have felt connection on the 
deepest level. It has also put me in situations with seri¬ 
ously judgmental strangers of the same ilk. Suppose you 
can’t have one without the other, yet I wonder why the 
polars in our realm are so intense!? Is it because we’ve 
had our hearts so invested that we can become stricken 
with a greed to “own it”? When does a limitless idea de¬ 
cide only a chosen few can listen in? 

Sounds cultish, I know. Seems an oxymoron com¬ 
ing from someone who likened AMEBIX gigs to sermons! 
It is relevant and important to my outlook though, my 
own evolutionary cycle in the matter. I am no stranger to 
running the gauntlet in the time I’ve been here, from the 
starry eyed birth to all inclusion. From lofty ideology to 
despair, falling in love to a shattered heart. I could never 
say that it hasn’t been a passionate and manic love affair, 
especially in my twenties! 

Dawning on this new decade is a relationship that 
now weaves a denser fabric. The tools and teachings 
from the past are honed with everyone’s personal twist. I 
am thrilled to witness friends fine-tune skills in motorcycle 
maintenance, martial arts, veterinary work, raising chil¬ 
dren, journalism, tour production, art teaching, farming, 
fashion, culinary wizardry, herbalism, deep sea diving, 
recording records that get better and better. ..lam con¬ 
tinually inspired by those of us who are working with all of 
the senses that initially attracted us to punk rock. These 
amazing passions stem from the very heart of the DIY 
ethic engrained from the get go. That is just incredible! 

So these are just the wild thoughts going through 
my head these days, growing up, reconnecting, making 
peace, creating. In the last year I decided to turn my pas¬ 
sion for crafting natural skin products into a modest little 
business. My greatest support and repeat ‘clients’ are from 
this very community. These are also the people that give 
me advice and constructive criticism when it’s needed. I 
value the connections it has given me as much as the cre¬ 
ative aspect of the work. That’s what it’s ALL about truly, 
working on ourselves and working with each other. 

I hope this finds you well, until next time!! —m 
“Known by the known, the dreamer’s of the dream, stitch 
by stitch we work to tear the seams.” -C.Robinson 
RS. thanks to AMEBIX for reuniting, touring the U$, and 
lighting this fire under my ass! 


NEWT 
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I have found myself in somewhat of a slump the last 
couple of years. Reality, recession, and recoil have 
taken a toll on my life. At times I’ve thought of myself 
adrift on the seas, far from the scene, with only my girl¬ 
friend, my memories, and my bass guitar. I was certainly 
bummed when Profane Existence ceased the record 
label and the magazine a while back. Not writing my 


y’all will do your part to make punk a threat once again. 



I hate the feeling that I’m not doing enough. I don’t 
want to wake up one day and realize that my life wasn’t 
packed full of all the amazing shit that I wanted it to be; 
don’t worry though I’m being at least a little practical 
here... maybe. 

It’s raining out again. Minneapolis hasn’t had a 
good rainy season for quite a while, and a week or two 
of semi-frequent rain doesn’t really count as a good rainy 
season, but I’ll let it since it’s as good as it will get. The 
electric air, last night, was dense with the smell of ozone. 
It was cryptic and beautiful. There is something about 
rain, about the way it feels when it hits my head and 
runs down my face, neck and back; the way it smells and 
makes the decomposing organic matter smell fresh and 
new; it’s like looking for something you feel exists and 
finally, after a long search, finding it. Something that you 
don’t have proof of, but something inside is pulling you 
towards this unknown truth, ignored emotion, or forgotten 
experience. It fills my heart with a somber joy, a contra¬ 
dictory feeling and experiential struggle. 

The sky went from dark grey to white, while the rain 
falls on this city. Hope isn’t supposed to live in an urban 
environment, beyond the tragedy of a better paying job 
or a flat-screen TV. But this rain is a clean, hopeful rain; 
and, well, this is a betrayal of how I often feel. Today is 
something new - not in the way that every day is a new 
day, full of something new; well, yes it’s that too. But to¬ 
day is something wholly and fully different. I haven’t felt 
how I feel right now in a long time. I can’t even describe it; 
it would be like trying to describe an orgasm to someone 
who has never had one, or the taste of a burrito to some¬ 
one who has no taste buds. Rain. 

Will I wake up one day and have the realization 
-‘that I didn’t live a large enough life? That I didn’t eat up 
every single moment of pleasure and experience put be¬ 
fore me? Fuck yes. Ok, maybe I won’t one day, suddenly 
realize it, I know it now. But like I said, I’m trying to be 
practical here. If I didn’t miss out on something, I’d be 
disappointed with myself. You gotta breathe. I need some 
time out every once in a while. And I’d be fooling myself if 
expecting that life will always be exciting or amazing is an 
attainable goal. Life should be tedious, painful, strange, 
negative, and hard. I want it all, and that includes be¬ 
ing bored to tears and listless enough to not want to do 
anything about it. I want to feel alone and hurt. I want to 
feel alive and confused. I need to be somber and joyful. 

I tend to go to extremes with emotion, that is what being 
bi-polar does to you, and I want to experience those and 
not fighting and ignoring the things that aren’t pleasant. 
If life is to be lived to the fullest, embrace the horrible as 


tion of large and small floating particles. Most of the trash 
is within 100 feet of the water’s surface. Although the 
patch consists of a wide variety of debris, the overwhelm¬ 
ing majority of it is plastic garbage. There is six pounds 
of plastic in the gyre, for every one pound of zooplankton 
(which is the main form of aquatic life in the gyre). That’s 
six times more plastic by weight than naturally occur¬ 
ring plankton. The main problem with all this petroleum- 
based plastic, other than leeching toxic chemicals, is 
that it was designed to last virtually forever. Almost every 
piece of plastic ever made is still around today, and a 
large amount of it ends up in the worlds oceans. Out of 
sight, out of mind, but never really gone, because plastic 
can’t biodegrade. Meaning that plastic can’t be broken 
down by biological agents, and absorbed by the natu¬ 
ral environment, no natural process can break it down. 
The irony of this being that the very durability of plastic 
that has made it so useful to humanity, has made it quite 
harmful to nature. You see, plastic photodegrades, which 
means it breaks into smaller and smaller pieces, due to 
the absorption of ultraviolet light, without ever breaking 
into simpler compounds and becoming a useful element 
of the natural environment. Captain Charles Moore, an 
oceanographer who has spent the last few decades 
studying and lecturing on the problems caused by plastic 
in our oceans, and the North Pacific Gyre in particular, 
said “only humans make waste that nature can’t digest.” 

When plastic breaks down into smaller and smaller 
pieces, called “nurdles” they pose a lot of problems, be¬ 
ginning with the fact that they are mistaken for the same 
zooplankton that they out number, due in part to their 
small size, and often typical coloring, and are then ingest¬ 
ed by many filter feeders, and small fish and other ocean 
life which relies on the plankton as a food source. Nurdles 
also have the dubious habit of soaking up toxic chemicals 
like a sponge as they float around the ocean. Widely dif¬ 
fused chemicals or poisons can become highly concen¬ 
trated as they are collected by the nurdles, up to a million 
times their levels in the surrounding sea water, posing 
quite a threat as they work their way up the food chain, 
to larger and larger creatures and eventually humans as 
well. Albatross and other sea faring birds have also been 
very negatively affected by the large amounts of plastic in 
the ocean. The birds confuse the colorful floating pieces 
of plastic for food, and often times starve to death, or re¬ 
gurgitate the plastic to feed it to their chicks. On many of 
the islands in the Pacific where these birds are known to 
nest, thousands of them are found dead, rotting on the 
beach with stomachs full of indigestible plastic. In total, 
more than a million birds and marine animals die each 
year from consuming or becoming caught in plastic and 
other debris. 

In 2006, the United Nations Environment Program 
estimated that every square mile of ocean hosts 46,000 
pieces of floating plastic. If that’s true for every square 
mile of ocean, imagine how much is in the Pacific Gyre. 
80 percent of the trash in the ocean originates on land. 
It can come from street trash that is washed into storm 
drains, and then carried out to sea through rivers and 
streams, or garbage that is intentionally dumped directly 
into waterways. The remainder comes from recreational 
boaters, commercial ships, off shore oil platforms, spilled 
shipping containers, (10,000 steel containers full of con¬ 
sumer goods are lost in the oceans each year from large 
cargo ships) and fishing vessels. Free floating fishing 
nets constitute 10 percent of ocean debris, which accord¬ 
ing to U.N. estimates, comes to about 705,000 tons. 

Scientist and experts are mostly in agreement on 
the issue when they say cleanup is virtually impossible. 

In some areas larnar dahris and franmants could ha ml- 










them noticing. To the next great creation. The answer is 
simple. 

I cook because I have to. It’s in my blood. It’s my pas¬ 
sion. It’s who I am. 

I have noticed, during this life-long journey discover¬ 
ing and exploring food—that I am not alone. To me, food is 
my life. It is family. It is friends. It is a paycheck, a conversa¬ 
tion, a politic, a romance—and others feel the same way. 
My intention in starting this discussion- for I do want it to be 
a discussion and not just a monologue- is to get people talk¬ 
ing about food. Why are we, as punk rockers, so entranced 
by it? I get the esthetic that it was a job to have while being 
covered in tattoos, or going on tour...but why stay 15 years 
later? 

I want to talk about the politics of food, in addition 
to the art and science of it. My intention for this column is 
to create an open discussion about food politics—urban 
farming, the importance of eating local, sustainable. About 
independent gatherings and underground DIY restaurants. 
About people that make their own tinctures, brew their own 
beer, cultivate their own livestock, make their own cheese, 
bake their own bread, and more. I want to review books, 
zines and movies covering these important topics. 

This time around, this is just my introduction to y’all. A 
reintroduction of sorts, and a rant as always. It is still about 
food, but with a new twist-1 say right from the start that I do 
not intend for this to be a solely vegan recipe section as 
I had written in the past. I want it to be an open, inspiring 
discussion about food and the force that surrounds it, and 
all are welcome. So please get in touch- Cheers! —Maygun 
mavaun@mail.com or www.mvspace.com/punkrock- 
foodforum 



Dear_, 

Well, hello there! It’s hard to fathom that it’s been a year 
since I last wrote to you. In some ways it seems like may¬ 
be a month has drifted by, in others it feels like we’ve all 
lived entire lifetimes since. Here we are again like yester¬ 
day, like lightyears away, notches in the belt and tales to 
tell. Very honored and excited to reconnect! 

The last time I wrote you I was chronicling the 
AMEBIX tours (see PE #58 online edition) So fortunate 
to have lived and raged a good handful of those dates. 
Through winters wrath of the East coast and springtimes 
melt over the Twin Cities and Chicago, every one of 
those venues became a chapel. I found it difficult to sim¬ 
ply jot down what was akin to religious experience over 
and over again. Whole congregations of beaming faces 
chanting, some even brought to tears. It was this undeni¬ 
able collective emotion and a celebration unlike I’ve ever 
felt at any gathering, let alone a punk show. 

I coursed with a new found pulse that has definitely 
buzzed with me ever since. It had been many moons 
since I traveled some of those routes. Years passed 
since faces were looked upon again and distinct voices 
were heard Hadn’t realized how much I missed the 


me advice and constructive criticism when it’s needed. I 
value the connections it has given me as much as the cre¬ 
ative aspect of the work. That’s what it’s ALL about truly, 
working on ourselves and working with each other. 

I hope this finds you well, until next time!! —m 
“Known by the known, the dreamer’s of the dream, stitch 
by stitch we work to tear the seams.” -C.Robinson 
P.S. thanks to AMEBIX for reuniting, touring the U$, and 
lighting this fire under my ass! 


NEWT 
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I have found myself in somewhat of a slump the last 
couple of years. Reality, recession, and recoil have 
taken a toll on my life. At times I’ve thought of myself 
adrift on the seas, far from the scene, with only my girl¬ 
friend, my memories, and my bass guitar. I was certainly 
bummed when Profane Existence ceased the record 
label and the magazine a while back. Not writing my 
usual column left a void in my life that was not easily 
replaceable. 

But truthfully, I don’t know if I could have written 
a good column after watching Barack Obama win the 
Presidency with the support of so many punks and peo¬ 
ple I thought were anti-authoritarians. It wasn’t surpris¬ 
ing that Obama won, but to see friends get caught up 
in Obama mania was disheartening and, in my opinion, 
counter productive to everything I thought punk, and es¬ 
pecially what I thought anarcho-punk stood for. Reading 
support for a Democratic candidate, and disdain for dis¬ 
sent on the PE message board blew my mind. I remem¬ 
ber the days of Profane Existence #16. 

Now that Obama’s been in office for a year and 
half, his actions are speaking louder than his words. De¬ 
spite campaigning to end the war, both the war in Iraq 
and Afghanistan rage on. It’s the longest war in Ameri¬ 
can history and the death toll continues to be at record 
levels. 

He said he’d close Guantanamo, restore Habeas 
Corpus, say no to renditions, and end warrantless wire¬ 
taps, but Barrack Obama has simply renewed George 
W. Bush politics. Just as I feared. 

Obama said he wouldn’t hire lobbyists, he’d end 
earmarks, and wouldn’t raise taxes. Well, he didn’t keep 
those promises either. Forget about health care reform. 
Do you know one person who has health care now that 
Obama “reformed” it? Pppbbbttt!™ 

Barack Obama rightfully took Bush to task over 
Hurricane Katrina, however, Obama has failed to pro¬ 
tect the very same Gulf Coast after BP’s Deepwater Ho¬ 
rizon exploded and millions of gallons of oil polluted our 
ocean. Mississippi, Louisiana, and the South are once 
again dealing with the incompetence and contempt of 
the federal government. Typical. 

On a lighter note it’s really cute how Obama has 
already played more rounds of golf in his year and a half 
in office than Bush played in all eight of his Presidential 
years. Remember how mad people used to get at Bush 
for playing so much golf? (Google it.) 
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experience. It fills my heart with a somber joy, a contra¬ 
dictory feeling and experiential struggle. 

The sky went from dark grey to white, while the rain 
falls on this city. Hope isn’t supposed to live in an urban 
environment, beyond the tragedy of a better paying job 
or a flat-screen TV. But this rain is a clean, hopeful rain; 
and, well, this is a betrayal of how I often feel. Today is 
something new - not in the way that every day is a new 
day, full of something new; well, yes it’s that too. But to¬ 
day is something wholly and fully different. I haven’t felt 
how I feel right now in a long time. I can’t even describe it; 
it would be like trying to describe an orgasm to someone 
who has never had one, or the taste of a burrito to some¬ 
one who has no taste buds. Rain. 

Will I wake up one day and have the realization 
'‘that I didn’t live a large enough life? That I didn’t eat up 
every single moment of pleasure and experience put be¬ 
fore me? Fuck yes. Ok, maybe I won’t one day, suddenly 
realize it, I know it now. But like I said, I’m trying to be 
practical here. If I didn’t miss out on something, I’d be 
disappointed with myself. You gotta breathe. I need some 
time out every once in a while. And I’d be fooling myself if 
expecting that life will always be exciting or amazing is an 
attainable goal. Life should be tedious, painful, strange, 
negative, and hard. I want it all, and that includes be¬ 
ing bored to tears and listless enough to not want to do 
anything about it. I want to feel alone and hurt. I want to 
feel alive and confused. I need to be somber and joyful. 

I tend to go to extremes with emotion, that is what being 
bi-polar does to you, and I want to experience those and 
not fighting and ignoring the things that aren’t pleasant. 
If life is to be lived to the fullest, embrace the horrible as 
well as the great. 

This city swelled with rain for a short while, but the 
shower is done and the sun has crept through the now 
white and soft clouds. Drunk off the rain and atmosphere 
of the day, you now have all that was within me, wishing 
to pour out through my fingertips in the depths of this hip¬ 
ster coffee shop. You have it all, but be aware that words 
betray and I’ve already started plotting a new emotional 
state to be in, which will utterly and completely contradict 
this one. 

Send me hate-mail, weird tales, vegan cupcakes, 
JG Ballard - yes, all of him - or sludge metal LPs: 
DeclarationofMutiny@hotmail.com 



No Island of Dreams 

There are few sights we encounter in our daily lives 
which force us to really stop and consider the irreparable 
damage that mankind has caused to the world we live in. 
Most examples of this are hidden away where the major¬ 
ity of people will never see them. If the average person 
had to see a landfill everyday, they might actually start 
to think about how much they consume, and how much 
they throw out. But landfills are usually tucked away 
somewhere so we don’t really have to experience them. 
Other examples are only talked about as if they are ur¬ 
ban legends, things that are somewhat shocking to hear 


trated as they are collected by the nurdles, up to a million 
times their levels in the surrounding sea water, posing 
quite a threat as they work their way up the food chain, 
to larger and larger creatures and eventually humans as 
well. Albatross and other sea faring birds have also been 
very negatively affected by the large amounts of plastic in 
the ocean. The birds confuse the colorful floating pieces 
of plastic for food, and often times starve to death, or re¬ 
gurgitate the plastic to feed it to their chicks. On many of 
the islands in the Pacific where these birds are known to 
nest, thousands of them are found dead, rotting on the 
beach with stomachs full of indigestible plastic. In total, 
more than a million birds and marine animals die each 
year from consuming or becoming caught in plastic and 
other debris. 

In 2006, the United Nations Environment Program 
estimated that every square mile of ocean hosts 46,000 
pieces of floating plastic. If that’s true for every square 
mile of ocean, imagine how much is in the Pacific Gyre. 
80 percent of the trash in the ocean originates on land. 
It can come from street trash that is washed into storm 
drains, and then carried out to sea through rivers and 
streams, or garbage that is intentionally dumped directly 
into waterways. The remainder comes from recreational 
boaters, commercial ships, off shore oil platforms, spilled 
shipping containers, (10,000 steel containers full of con¬ 
sumer goods are lost in the oceans each year from large 
cargo ships) and fishing vessels. Free floating fishing 
nets constitute 10 percent of ocean debris, which accord¬ 
ing to U.N. estimates, comes to about 705,000 tons. 

Scientist and experts are mostly in agreement on 
the issue when they say cleanup is virtually impossible. 
In some areas, larger debris and fragments could be col¬ 
lected, but it’s not really feasible to thoroughly clean such 
a vast amount of area, and so far below the surface. The 
plastic is so fragmented and widely dispersed that the 
only way to collect it would be high-intensity trawling, 
similar to the method used to catch shrimp. The problem 
with that is shrimp trawling kills 10 pounds of non-target- 
ed life (like turtles, fish, sharks, and virtually everything 
else that gets in the way) for every pound of shrimp col¬ 
lected. The scientist who study the issue acknowledge 
that trawling the ocean for all of the trash is insurmount¬ 
able, and would be far beyond the budget of any country, 
not to mention killing untold amounts of sea life. The ex¬ 
perts all say the same thing; waste must be managed at 
its source—on land. Advances need to be made in things 
like bio-polymers, and environmentally safe and reusable 
packaging. A great way to curb the amount of plastic en¬ 
tering the ocean, and the landfills, is to expand currently 
existing recycling programs, create deposits on plastic 
containers, and educate the public on their value, and 
potential harm to the natural world. 

Since its introduction several decades ago, plastic 
has become ubiquitous in our world, and mass produced 
disposable products are so common place they have be¬ 
come an integral part of our everyday lives. All this waste 
production and overconsumption of plastic goods can be 
traced back to the early 1950’s. During WWII society was 
indoctrinated with a need to conserve. But after the war 
we had to shift our enormous production capacity toward 
the creation of products for peace time. The Zeitgeist 
was changing, as exemplified by a time magazine article 
heralding the introduction of “Throw Away Living” free¬ 
ing housewives from the drudgery of doing the dishes, 
by bringing us things like paper plates, and plastic cups 
& silverware. Americans throw away enough paper & 
plastic cups, forks, and spoons each year to circle the 
equator 300 times. It’s estimated that 200 billion pounds 
of plastic products are produced each year, which equals 
about 40 pounds a year for every person on the planet. 
The majority of that plastic is used for packaging, in the 
U.S. alone, around 30 percent of the plastic produced 

















Dear_, 

Well, hello there! It’s hard to fathom that it’s been a year 
since I last wrote to you. In some ways it seems like may¬ 
be a month has drifted by, in others it feels like we’ve all 
lived entire lifetimes since. Here we are again like yester¬ 
day, like lightyears away, notches in the belt and tales to 
tell. Very honored and excited to reconnect! 

The last time I wrote you I was chronicling the 
AMEBIX tours (see PE #58 online edition) So fortunate 
to have lived and raged a good handful of those dates. 
Through winters wrath of the East coast and springtimes 
melt over the Twin Cities and Chicago, every one of 
those venues became a chapel. I found it difficult to sim¬ 
ply jot down what was akin to religious experience over 
and over again. Whole congregations of beaming faces 
chanting, some even brought to tears. It was this undeni¬ 
able collective emotion and a celebration unlike I’ve ever 
felt at any gathering, let alone a punk show. 

I coursed with a new found pulse that has definitely 
buzzed with me ever since. It had been many moons 
since I traveled some of those routes. Years passed 
since faces were looked upon again and distinct voices 
were heard. Hadn’t realized how much I missed the 
quirks and charms until we all stood together once more. 
Grand reunions in sound body and mind. On some levels 
it was worth a good decade to resurface on certain ter¬ 
rain with a genuine toothy grin. I now know why it took so 
damn long! 

Turned thirty since the last time we spoke. Still a 
pup, depending on who you ask, but must say that grow¬ 
ing older is refreshing. Leaving behind the cliff-teetering 
decade of my twenties is fine with me. Of course the sum 
of those rickety parts make it possible to be more whole 
now. I wouldn’t trade those bits for any other experience, 
yet am thrilled to step a toe in this new era. Aging has 
this peculiar way of shortening the leash (or dropping it 
all together) on the dumb shit. At the same time it gives 
stack and breathing room for a wisened patience by na¬ 
ture of simply “growing up”. I am embracing the balance 
and witnessing the process in many of our peers as well. 

This idea extends to the punk movement as a 
whole for sure. Ideally punk rock is a philanthropic mis¬ 
sion. It connects worldwide and has the power to heal on 
a personal level. It is a wide eyed planetary view and a 
family where you live. Many of my grandest life teachings 
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usual column left a void in my life that was not easily 
replaceable. 

But truthfully, I don’t know if I could have written 
a good column after watching Barack Obama win the 
Presidency with the support of so many punks and peo¬ 
ple I thought were anti-authoritarians. It wasn’t surpris¬ 
ing that Obama won, but to see friends get caught up 
in Obama mania was disheartening and, in my opinion, 
counter productive to everything I thought punk, and es¬ 
pecially what I thought anarcho-punk stood for. Reading 
support for a Democratic candidate, and disdain for dis¬ 
sent on the PE message board blew my mind. I remem¬ 
ber the days of Profane Existence #16. 

Now that Obama’s been in office for a year and 
half, his actions are speaking louder than his words. De¬ 
spite campaigning to end the war, both the war in Iraq 
and Afghanistan rage on. It’s the longest war in Ameri¬ 
can history and the death toll continues to be at record 
levels. 

He said he’d close Guantanamo, restore Habeas 
Corpus, say no to renditions, and end warrantless wire¬ 
taps, but Barrack Obama has simply renewed George 
W. Bush politics. Just as I feared. 

Obama said he wouldn’t hire lobbyists, he’d end 
earmarks, and wouldn’t raise taxes. Well, he didn’t keep 
those promises either. Forget about health care reform. 
Do you know one person who has health care now that 
Obama “reformed” it? Pppbbbttt!™ 

Barack Obama rightfully took Bush to task over 
Hurricane Katrina, however, Obama has failed to pro¬ 
tect the very same Gulf Coast after BP’s Deepwater Ho¬ 
rizon exploded and millions of gallons of oil polluted our 
ocean. Mississippi, Louisiana, and the South are once 
again dealing with the incompetence and contempt of 
the federal government. Typical. 

On a lighter note it’s really cute how Obama has 
already played more rounds of golf in his year and a half 
in office than Bush played in all eight of his Presidential 
years. Remember how mad people used to get at Bush 
for playing so much golf? (Google it.) 

Where’s the change? Where’s the hope? Where 
is the outrage? Where is the accountability? 

Unfortunately it’s not really coming out of the punk 
community, at least not from what I’ve seen lately. Just 
like I feared, as soon as Obama took office, folks who 
were once outraged at Bush were suddenly complacent 
and all was well. “Let’s give him time”. I saw this happen 
back in 1992, when the first Bush was replaced with that 
Clinton guy. (Don’t get me started...) 

Well, now that we’ve given Obama some time, 
are you happy? Is your life just wonderful now? How’s 
change working out for you? 

It is time to wake up and realize.-The two party 
system is broken in America. It doesn’t matter what you 
consider yourself, if you are not a member one of the 
two political parties and in the know, you are probably 
being swindled by “them”. 

I hope that with the relaunch of Profane Existence 
in 2010, the time is right to give heed to a revival of 
resistance to greedy bastards who seek, and succeed, 
at controlling the masses, exploiting our resources, de¬ 
stroying our planet, and screwing up civil liberties. 

I’m doing my best to not let that happen, and I hope 
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well as the great. 

This city swelled with rain for a short while, but the 
shower is done and the sun has crept through the now 
white and soft clouds. Drunk off the rain and atmosphere 
of the day, you now have all that was within me, wishing 
to pour out through my fingertips in the depths of this hip¬ 
ster coffee shop. You have it all, but be aware that words 
betray and I’ve already started plotting a new emotional 
state to be in, which will utterly and completely contradict 
this one. 

Send me hate-mail, weird tales, vegan cupcakes, 
JG Ballard - yes, all of him - or sludge metal LPs: 
DeclarationofMutiny@hotmail.com 



No Island of Dreams 

There are few sights we encounter in our daily lives 
which force us to really stop and consider the irreparable 
damage that mankind has caused to the world we live in. 
Most examples of this are hidden away where the major¬ 
ity of people will never see them. If the average person 
had to see a landfill everyday, they might actually start 
to think about how much they consume, and how much 
they throw out. But landfills are usually tucked away 
somewhere so we don’t really have to experience them. 
Other examples are only talked about as if they are ur¬ 
ban legends, things that are somewhat shocking to hear 
about, but you don’t know if they actually exist, and will 
probably never see for yourself. One such rumor, which 
happens to be quite real, is the world’s largest landfill, 
and it floats out in the middle of the ocean. The North Pa¬ 
cific Subtropical Gyre, or as it’s more commonly referred 
to, the Great Pacific Garbage Patch. The gyre is a slowly 
moving, clockwise spiral of ocean currents created by a 
high-pressure system of air currents. This garbage patch 
actually consists of two huge masses of ever-accumulat¬ 
ing trash known as the Western and Eastern Pacific Gar¬ 
bage Patches. The eastern patch lies between Hawaii 
and California, and is estimated to be twice the size of the 
state of Texas! The western patch lies east of Japan, and 
West of Hawaii. The two masses collect refuse from all 
around the world, and are connected by a thin 6,000 mile 
long current called the Subtropical Convergence Zone, 
which is also known to collect vast amounts of trash. 

There are a lot of misconceptions about the Great 
Pacific Garbage Patch, mainly perpetuated by the media. 
The main one being that the patch is an island, giving the 
impression that it is a solid pile that you could walk on, 
and although calling it an island is a nice description, it 
isn’t entirely true. It’s more like a dense soup, or a collec- 


In some areas, larger debris and fragments could be col¬ 
lected, but it’s not really feasible to thoroughly clean such 
a vast amount of area, and so far below the surface. The 
plastic is so fragmented and widely dispersed that the 
only way to collect it would be high-intensity trawling, 
similar to the method used to catch shrimp. The problem 
with that is shrimp trawling kills 10 pounds of non-target- 
ed life (like turtles, fish, sharks, and virtually everything 
else that gets in the way) for every pound of shrimp col¬ 
lected. The scientist who study the issue acknowledge 
that trawling the ocean for all of the trash is insurmount¬ 
able, and would be far beyond the budget of any country, 
not to mention killing untold amounts of sea life. The ex¬ 
perts all say the same thing; waste must be managed at 
its source—on land. Advances need to be made in things 
like bio-polymers, and environmentally safe and reusable 
packaging. A great way to curb the amount of plastic en¬ 
tering the ocean, and the landfills, is to expand currently 
existing recycling programs, create deposits on plastic 
containers, and educate the public on their value, and 
potential harm to the natural world. 

Since its introduction several decades ago, plastic 
has become ubiquitous in our world, and mass produced 
disposable products are so common place they have be¬ 
come an integral part of our everyday lives. All this waste 
production and overconsumption of plastic goods can be 
traced back to the early 1950’s. During WWII society was 
indoctrinated with a need to conserve. But after the war 
we had to shift our enormous production capacity toward 
the creation of products for peace time. The Zeitgeist 
was changing, as exemplified by a time magazine article 
heralding the introduction of “Throw Away Living” free¬ 
ing housewives from the drudgery of doing the dishes, 
by bringing us things like paper plates, and plastic cups 
& silverware. Americans throw away enough paper & 
plastic cups, forks, and spoons each year to circle the 
equator 300 times. It’s estimated that 200 billion pounds 
of plastic products are produced each year, which equals 
about 40 pounds a year for every person on the planet. 
The majority of that plastic is used for packaging, in the 
U.S. alone, around 30 percent of the plastic produced 
is used for packaging, equaling over 20 billion pounds. 
Common estimates put the world’s consumption of plas¬ 
tic bags at over 500 billion a year. In the U.S. we use 2 
million plastic beverage bottles every five minutes. When 
we read statistics like these, it’s easy to zone out and 
not really consider the immensity of the numbers, but 
please take a few moments to really contemplate what 
all this means. This information is not hard to come by, 
and there is still a lot more out there where this came 
from, a simple internet search will provide you with plenty 
of reading material and some staggering photos as well. 
Since it’s already too late to clean up the damage that 
has been done, it’s very important that we all make better 
choices from here on out. When we shop at the store we 
should try to buy products with minimal packaging. We 
should stop buying soft drinks and water sold in plastic 
bottles, (buy a Britta filter, it will save you a ton of money 
on bottled water alone, never mind the actual bottles), we 
should take our own reusable coffee cups to the coffee 
shop instead of using their disposable cups, take our own 
reusable bags to the grocery store, and we also need to 
make sure that every bit of plastic we do purchase gets 
recycled. It won’t save the world, but it’s a start. 


PROFANE EXISTENCE MAGAZINE • ISSUE 59 


More columns on page 18 














WARZ^NE RECORIiS PRESEMTS 


LUKUlUiHnSi 

v^l’OUT 


DS:DS SPLIT FUSION 


LIVE IK BELFAST 0‘MW.CW 
A IJEKEFTT FUR WARLIKE COLLECTIVE 


PAY NO mn 1 HAH £8/€lO/SU 


Warzone Records are tickled pink to announce the release of 
09:09 Split Fusion featuring the legendary Subhumans with 
A-Political (ex-Stalag 17), The Lobotomies and 1000 Drunken Nights 
recorded live in digital stereo in Belfast 09:09:09. Double CD in gatefold 
card sleeve with 12page booklet. All proceeds will be used 
to help re-establish the Giro's/Warzone autonomous social centre 
in Belfast. If you'd like a copy then log onto the website below for 
details of how to order. For more info email warzonecollective@riseup.net 
and mark the subject box 'shop. Help support the DIY underground! 



www .warzowtcollectbjt.cowi 



Welcome to Dehumanized itfzrtion, a section dedicated to the writings of people behind bars. This 
section was started a few years ago, just before PE took its hiatus. We are back with the mag, but 
unfortunately, with a slow start. Not for lack of prisoners out there with something meaningful to say, 
but lack of diligence on my part to get the whole thing together by the deadline, as well as a hiatus 
of my own from the prison scene since my husband got released a year ago. In any case, here is 
something to chew on from dedicated anarchist prisoners and look for more to come in the future. If * 
any of the readers of this mag know someone in prison who would like to contribute, please contact me 
at 6609free@inbox.com. Thanks. AKD 


AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY 


Against all authority has been an anti-authoritarian battle cry 
for many years now, and I’m certain that most comrades 
Use the phrase frequently within our overall conversation. 
My concern, however, is whose authority do we honestly 
hope to usurp? Just how far does this terminology go into 
our psyche? Do we only wish to overthrow the politicians 
authority, the judges authority, or the local law enforcements 
authority? What about our own authority over those within our 
collective and our comrades, or within our immediate circle 
of friends and family? Do we possibly wield just a little too 
much influence (authority) in their lives? Have we played the 
authoritarian by robbing them of their own individuality? 

I strongly believe that just as authoritarian figures have 
intentionally robbed many people of their individuality, so anti 
authoritarian types have unintentionally molded their own as¬ 
sociates (disciples?) into mere images of themselves. I’ve 
seen it happen and played a role in it too. When I first ad¬ 
opted anarchy as a world view, I became my own anarchist 
authority, attempting to mold others, shape them into what I 
desired an anarchist to be. Why would I manipulate and sway 
people into my image? Immaturity and insecurity are a good 
place to start an explanation. But I’m of the sentiments that 
as true as that is, its a much more complex issue than that. I 
am a product of my youth and culture. As we all have, I had a 
life time of programming to overcome. No matter how much 
we hate authority, we’ve all have had to contend with our own 
authoritarian mind set. 

How could I throw off 6,000 years of European (Au¬ 
thoritarian) indoctrination within the first 12 months of study¬ 
ing and bestowing the title of Anarchy upon myself? This 
entire scenario is much more profound than most would like 
to face up to, but it needs to be honestly addressed, in each 
and every one of us. When I began to walk as an anarchist, 
I couldn’t differentiate between solid anarchy and my own 
rage and hatred left over from my past fascist world views. 
Although they were such conflicting ideologies, I often wasn’t 
mature enough to distinctly separate them in my day to day 
life. Truth be told, it took me four years of dedicated studying, 
analyzing, and applying my newfound convictions to my life 


in order to filter through a lot of baggage I brought with me. 

Today, I am not who I once was on a psychological 
level, and anarchy has had a lasting and meaningful impact 
on who I am as an individual. However, just because I am 
more of a compassionate, understanding, and loving brother 
of Anarchy, this doesn’t by any means imply I’ve conquered 
my childhood abuse and 36 years of indoctrination prior to 
finding my anarchistic spirit. The authoritarian philosphy is 
ingrained deep into each of our psyches and we must guard 
against it bleeding into our relationships. Remember, we’re all 
non-conformists with our own individual passions, life choic¬ 
es, and self expressions. We must make a point to always 
respect that in each other. 

With all of that said, this by no means indicates 
that we shouldn’t at least attempt to lovingly guide our 
comrades,friends, and family to make moral choices and live 
honorable lives. We’re here to influence, guide, and inspire 
our local people to make conscience decisions. It is, after all, 
our obligation as an anarchist to help make this world a safer 
place to raise our children and awaken the masses to our 
plight. Yet, it mustn’t come at the expense of the world con¬ 
forming into our exact likeness. Guard your cultural egotism 
and inner pride enough to understand we’re all on our own 
level of understanding and thafs alright. The thing is to of¬ 
fer one another free love without restraints and expectations. 
After all, anarchy is about living a moral life of integrity on our 
own terms. 

-Enviro2010 

“Just as a man serving a long prison sentence will begin to 
live in despair about the time he recognizes that the effort 
to keep his sanity is going to leave him less of a man, so a 
fighter goes through something of the same calculation. The 
prisoner and the fighter must give up some part of what is 
best in him (since what is best for any human is no more 
designed for prison, or training, than an animal for the zoo). 
Sooner or later the fighter is paying too much for the training. 
Boredom is not only deadening his personality, but killing his 
soul....." —Norman Mailer 


WHAT CAN HE DONE 

You ask how people on the outside can support movement¬ 
building, organizing and resistance among women on the in¬ 
side? How can they do so without making the system bigger 
and/or stronger? And what can people do in states that don’t 
have strong (or any) prisoners’ rights or or prison advicacy 


that one person at a time and the fruits of my efforts may not 
be seen now but will hopefully be seen later. I’d love to see the 
prison system overhauled as a first step.. .but I know abolition 
is the true answer. 

If a state doesn’t have any prisoners’ rights or advocacy 
groups, ask yourself why don’t they? Is everybody waiting for 
someone else to do it? If so, it will never get done! Don’t pass 
the buck-take it upon yourself or build a collective that would 
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Warzone Records are tickled pink to announce the release of 
09:09 Split Fusion featuring the legendary Subhumans with 
A-Political (ex-Stalag 17), The Lobotomies and 1000 Drunken Nights 
recorded live in digital stereo in Belfast 09:09:09. Double CD in gatefold 
card sleeve with 12page booklet. All proceeds will be used 
to help re-establish the Giro's/Warzone autonomous social centre 
in Belfast. If you’d like a copy then log onto the website below for 
details of how to order. For more info email warzonecollective@riseup.net 
and mark the subject box 'shop. Help support the DIY underground! 

www.wa KzoiA.ecolUctlve.com. 
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collective and our comrades, or within our immediate circle 
of friends and family? Do we possibly wield just a little too 
much influence (authority) in their lives? Have we played the 
authoritarian by robbing them of their own individuality? 

I strongly believe that just as authoritarian figures have 
intentionally robbed many people of their individuality, so anti 
authoritarian types have unintentionally molded their own as¬ 
sociates (disciples?) into mere images of themselves. I’ve 
seen it happen and played a role in it too. When I first ad¬ 
opted anarchy as a world view, I became my own anarchist 
authority, attempting to mold others, shape them into what I 
desired an anarchist to be. Why would I manipulate and sway 
people into my image? Immaturity and insecurity are a good 
place to start an explanation. But I’m of the sentiments that 
as true as that is, its a much more complex issue than that. I 
am a product of my youth and culture. As we all have, I had a 
life time of programming to overcome. No matter how much 
we hate authority, we’ve all have had to contend with our own 
authoritarian mind set. 

How could I throw off 6,000 years of European (Au¬ 
thoritarian) indoctrination within the first 12 months of study¬ 
ing and bestowing the title of Anarchy upon myself? This 
entire scenario is much more profound than most would like 
to face up to, but it needs to be honestly addressed, in each 
and every one of us. When I began to walk as an anarchist, 
I couldn’t differentiate between solid anarchy and my own 
rage and hatred left over from my past fascist world views. 
Although they were such conflicting ideologies, I often wasn’t 
mature enough to distinctly separate them in my day to day 
life. Truth be told, it took me four years of dedicated studying, 
analyzing, and applying my newfound convictions to my life 
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ingrained deep into each of our psyches and we must guard 
against it bleeding into our relationships. Remember, we’re all 
non-conformists with our own individual passions, life choic¬ 
es, and self expressions. We must make a point to always 
respect that in each other. 

With all of that said, this by no means indicates 
that we shouldn’t at least attempt to lovingly guide our 
comrades,friends, and family to make moral choices and live 
honorable lives. We’re here to influence, guide, and inspire 
our local people to make conscience decisions. It is, after all, 
our obligation as an anarchist to help make this world a safer 
place to raise our children and awaken the masses to our 
plight. Yet, it mustn’t come at the expense of the world con¬ 
forming into our exact likeness. Guard your cultural egotism 
and inner pride enough to understand we’re all on our own 
level of understanding and that’s alright. The thing is to of¬ 
fer one another free love without restraints and expectations. 
After all, anarchy is about living a moral life of integrity on our 
own terms. 

-Enviro2010 

“Just as a man serving a long prison sentence will begin to 
live in despair about the time he recognizes that the effort 
to keep his sanity is going to leave him less of a man, so a 
fighter goes through something of the same calculation. The 
prisoner and the fighter must give up some part of what is 
best in him (since what is best for any human is no more 
designed for prison, or training, than an animal for the zoo). 
Sooner or later the fighter is paying too much for the training. 
Boredom is not only deadening his personality, but killing his 
soul...." —Norman Mailer 


WHAT CAN HE DONE 

You ask how people on the outside can support movement¬ 
building, organizing and resistance among women on the in¬ 
side? How can they do so without making the system bigger 
and/or stronger? And what can people do in states that don’t 
have strong (or any) prisoners’ rights or or prison advicacy 
groups or movements? 

First, I feel there simply needs to be MORE CONTACT 
with those prisoners organizing and resisting and trying to 
movement build. They (women in prison) need to know those 
people are out there and are WILLING to support our resis¬ 
tance. It would take conscious effort to send a one page (or 
more) letter to the higher custody prisoners to locate those 
who are trying to establish a collective. I say higher custody 
because it is the lifers and with long sentences and those 
held captive in solitary confinement that feel the most pain 
and repression from the prison system. Locate via web those 
women in SHU’s and CM’s the control units. It is within the 
bowels of the womens’ prisons that revolution has been prop¬ 
agated. It makes sense that the most seriously oppressed 
would be the ones to give birth to resistance. (I “stumbled” 
onto the South Chicago ABC Zine Distro via a resource guide 
that had been given to me by another woman, but neither she 
nor anyone else in CM ever sent letters asking for information 
about it was, only me). 

Second, FLOOD the control units with the names and 
addresses of outside organizations and people who are will¬ 
ing to get down and dirty, to go into the trenches. They (the 
outside people) must be able to be recognized as to who they 
are and what their purpose is. Most people, 99% of them, 
don’t know what an ABC (Anarchist Black Cross) is, so why 
would they write them? The outsiders have to make clear to 
us in here that they are up to the challenge. I feel that after a 
collective (or individual) has been recognized, then they must 
become a part of that person’s life. VISITS, PHONE CALLS, 
and LETTER WRITING are ESSENTIAL. Only with a firm 
foundation, a strong foundation, can we together be able to 
build a greater movement, a bigger resistance front. The out¬ 
side organizations must be willing to lobby others to join our 
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that one person at a time and the fruits of my efforts may not 
be seen now but will hopefully be seen later. I’d love to see the 
prison system overhauled as a first step.. .but I know abolition 
is the true answer. 

If a state doesn’t have any prisoners’ rights or advocacy 
groups, ask yourself why don’t they? Is everybody waiting for 
someone else to do it? If so, it will never get done! Don’t pass 
the buck-take it upon yourself or build a collective that would 
be willing to start lobbying for prisoners’ rights and set up your 
own advocacy group in that state. There are countless-tens 
of thousands, millions of prisoners-just waiting for you to step 
up and reach out, so what is everyone waiting on? Its not get¬ 
ting any better in here, only worse by the day. The longer you 
procrastinate, the more we suffer. 

We need your hands, your minds, and your voices with 
our efforts so change may occur. 

So, did I answer your question? 

I’m not the all-knowing anarchist. I’m just Lee, living day 
to day in a concrete cage while these life-stealing monsters 
try to shorten my life expectancy and decimate my hopes and 
dreams for the future. I’m just trying to leave something posi¬ 
tive behind in the wake of my solitary confinement. 

Won’t you join me in the struggle for basic human rights? 

With loving solidarity and peace to you —Lee. 

Lee was released in the late summer of 09. After a hard strug¬ 
gle on the streets in Florida during one of the coldest winters 
ever, she has found a place and is getting on her feet. Expect 
to hear more from her in the near future .... 


DISTORTIONS 

Ipods, cell phones, human clones, and green zines 
MP3s, HD TV’s, digital age, the aging signs 
Signs of the time, walk that line, pay that fine 
Distractions and coming attractions 
Time for direct actions a creation of factions 
Collectives and clubs Organizing, devising, 
Dehypnotozing, arising from the ashes 
No more lashes from the capitalistic whip 
A loosening from the reverie rip 
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Dunaing, organizing ana resistance among women on me in¬ 
side? How can they do so without making the system bigger 
and/or stronger? And what can people do in states that don’t 
have strong (or any) prisoners’ rights or or prison advicacy 
groups or movements? 

First, I feel there simply needs to be MORE CONTACT 
with those prisoners organizing and resisting and trying to 
movement build. They (women in prison) need to know those 
people are out there and are WILLING to support our resis¬ 
tance. It would take conscious effort to send a one page (or 
more) letter to the higher custody prisoners to locate those 
who are trying to establish a collective. I say higher custody 
because it is the lifers and with long sentences and those 
held captive in solitary confinement that feel the most pain 
and repression from the prison system. Locate via web those 
women in SHU’s and CM’s the control units. It is within the 
bowels of the womens’ prisons that revolution has been prop¬ 
agated. It makes sense that the most seriously oppressed 
would be the ones to give birth to resistance. (I “stumbled” 
onto the South Chicago ABC Zine Distro via a resource guide 
that had been given to me by another woman, but neither she 
nor anyone else in CM ever sent letters asking for information 
about it was, only me). 

Second, FLOOD the control units with the names and 
addresses of outside organizations and people who are will¬ 
ing to get down and dirty, to go into the trenches. They (the 
outside people) must be able to be recognized as to who they 
are and what their purpose is. Most people, 99% of them, 
don’t know what an ABC (Anarchist Black Cross) is, so why 
would they write them? The outsiders have to make clear to 
us in here that they are up to the challenge. I feel that after a 
collective (or individual) has been recognized, then they must 
become a part of that person’s life. VISITS, PHONE CALLS, 
and LETTER WRITING are ESSENTIAL. Only with a firm 
foundation, a strong foundation, can we together be able to 
build a greater movement, a bigger resistance front. The out¬ 
side organizations must be willing to lobby others to join our 
fight. A show of cohesiveness to the media, the prison and 
state and country officials. You must AMPLIFY OUR VOICE 
and GIVE FACE TO THAT VOICE. 

Make us real to the outside, for women aren’t consid¬ 
ered able or even seen as wanting to resist their oppressors. 

Validate us. Call the prisons. Do what activists do: get 
active. Get attention drawn to us. Adopt us and make us your 
family. Make this fight personal. 

I don’t have a definitive answer as to how to do it 
without making the system bigger and stronger because, as 
shown throughout the history of the prison industrial com¬ 
plex, once we destroy one form of deprivation and torture the 
prison system invents some new ingenious form of torture. If 
I knew the answer, I could end the oppression of the power- 
gorged prisoncrats that are draining us of our humanity and 
stealing our lives. 

I’m an anarchist, so I can’t say, make new laws against 
prisoncrats. It would take the majority of the US citizens to 
have epiphanies about the ability to live unencumbered, with¬ 
out a capitalist government. People would have to up their 
own standards and morals to live without predatory behavior. 
We are talking of living a higher quality of life, with nobody 
lording over the other, no groups lower than others. 

So, if I could wake up the world, I would. I’m trying to do 


If a state doesn’t have any prisoners’ rights or advocacy 
groups, ask yourself why don’t they? Is everybody waiting for 
someone else to do it? If so, it will never get done! Don’t pass 
the buck-take it upon yourself or build a collective that would 
be willing to start lobbying for prisoners’ rights and set up your 
own advocacy group in that state. There are countless-tens 
of thousands, millions of prisoners-just waiting for you to step 
up and reach out, so what is everyone waiting on? Its not get¬ 
ting any better in here, only worse by the day. The longer you 
procrastinate, the more we suffer. 

We need your hands, your minds, and your voices with 
our efforts so change may occur. 

So, did I answer your question? 

I’m not the all-knowing anarchist. I’m just Lee, living day 
to day in a concrete cage while these life-stealing monsters 
try to shorten my life expectancy and decimate my hopes and 
dreams for the future. I’m just trying to leave something posi¬ 
tive behind in the wake of my solitary confinement. 

Won’t you join me in the struggle for basic human rights'? 

With loving solidarity and peace to you —Lee. 


Lee was released in the late summer of 09. After a hard strug¬ 
gle on the streets in Florida during one of the coldest winters 
ever, she has found a place and is getting on her feet. Expect 
to hear more from her in the near future.... 


DISTORTIONS 

Ipods, cell phones, human clones, and green zines 
MP3s, HD TV’s, digital age, the aging signs 
Signs of the time, walk that line, pay that fine 
Distractions and coming attractions 
Time for direct actions a creation of factions 
Collectives and clubs organizing, devising, 
Dehypnotozing, arising from the ashes 
No more lashes from the capitalistic whip 
A loosening from the reverie rip 
Slip into our boots and lace them up tight 
Let’s get it right, set our sights and take back our 
rights 

Too many distractions and not enough action 
Billbords, commercial advertising, downsizing 
Prices rising the economic decline, wined and dined 
with lies, lies, lies 

Overpaid and undercut and political slut 
Selling out the people illegal corporate interests 
War seems adventurors to those without conscience 
U.S. conquest will never rest, downloaded, 

Corroded, fully loaded, WMDs, DVDs, and satellite TVs, 

Upgraded, rebooted, banks looted, coffers emptied 

Convince me we’re not in a state of insanity 

Profanity in search of our humanity 

G8, G20, plenty of money but ain’t it funny 

How poverty and the strong armed robbery 

Of our liberties is rampant, living in encampments 

Multiple life sentences with enhancements 

All for the sake of world dominating advancements... 

But what then??? 

From the zine Decolonized by Timothy Trujillo Dec 09 


ATTENTION PRISONERS: 

Profane Existence Magazine is sent free upon request to those held hostage by the state. We do not have 
the resources to maintain a permanent mailing list for prisoners so you will have to write us in order to 
receive the next issue. If you are able to send us a few postage stamps that would be really helpful. To get 
receive the next issue please write to us at Profane Existence / PO Box 18051 / Minneapolis, MN 55418 / 
USA. Submissions for the Dehumanized Nation section may also be sent C/O of this address. 
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ANARCHY AND REBELLION AGAINST AUTHORITY 


By_** 

“ Man’s true liberation, individual and collective, lies in 
his emancipation from authority and from the belief in 
it. ” -Emma Goldman, Anarchist 

“Until not a man will be exploitd or oppressed by another 
man, will we never bend the banner of freedom. ’’-Bar¬ 
tolomeo Vanzetti, Anarchist 

“Did you see what I did to those anarchistic bastards 
the other day? That will hold them for a while. ’’ -Judge 
Webster Thayer, who resided over the trial and ex¬ 
ecutions of Anarchists Niccola Sacco and Bartolomeo 
Vanzetti as quoted in an affidavit sworn by Dartmouth 
Professor James Richardson. 

“Sean Swain authored several articles from prison 
which promote anarchy and rebellion against author¬ 
ity.” That’s how the Opinion written agaisnt me by U.S. 
District Judge Jack Zouhary began and, honestly, I was 
quite flattered when I read that Judge Zouhary had 
placed me in an esteemed category with some of the 
most honorable and boldest thinkers in human history. 

Henry David Thoreau arguably the greatest Amer¬ 
ican writer and philospher ever, spent a lifetime promot¬ 
ing anarchy and rebellion against authority. His master 
work, after all, contains the word “Disobedience” in the 
title. He refused to pay his taxes, and even persuaded 
one of the tax collectors-that the government sent to 
accost him-to quit his job in protest of the government’s 
injustices. Thoreau went ot jail and wrote what may be 
the most thoughtful treatise for the dissolution of gov¬ 
ernment ever written-from his cell. 

Emma Goldman promoted anarchy and rebellion 
against authority too. In a time when millions were out of 
work and desperate, when the government was pander¬ 
ing to bankers and corporate moguls, Emma Goldman 
spoke to a throng of sallow-faced men in New York who 
had gathered to hear her speak. She told them to ask 
for work; if denied work, then to ask for bread; if denied 
bread, to take bread. She uttered her next words from a 
jail cell. She and her husband Alexander Berkman were 
so good at promoting anarchy and rebellion against au¬ 
thority, they were eventually deported. 

It is an austere and exclusive club, those who 
have been recognized by the government as promot¬ 
ing anarchy and rebellion against authority. The King 
of England said it of Sir Thomas Moore. Another King 
of England said it of the Founding Fathers. The United 
States said it of Abbie Hoffman, who once quipped, “sa¬ 
cred cows make the tastiest burgers”. Nelson Mandella 
went to prison for it. Stephen Biko died for it, so did 
Sacco and Vanzetti and the Haymarket martyrs. Che 
Guevara was hunted down like a dog for it. Mohandas 
Gandhi spent his life perfecting it. He once said, “I be¬ 
lieve, and everybody must grant, that no Government 
can exist for a single moment without the cooperation of 
the people, willing or forced, and if the people suddenly 
withdrew their cooperation in every detail, the Govern¬ 
ment will come to a stand still. Of course, he didn’t say 
that in America; our federal courts don’t permit that kind 
of inciteful speech. 

When considering the pantheon of principled 
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Sean Swains that persuade the people to anarchism, 
that turn people’s faith in government rancid; it is the 
government’s use of capricious, imperial power to si¬ 
lence, oppress, and impose on its subjects that so ef¬ 
fectively converts loyal worshippers of hierarchy to the 
militant and unyielding belief that no government is bet¬ 
ter than bad government (and even the best govern¬ 
ments turn bad). 

Once, in a dissenting court opinion, Supreme 
Court Justice Louis Brandeis wrote, “If the Government 
becomes a lawbreaker, it breeds contempt for law; it in¬ 
vites every man to become a law unto himself; it invites 
anarchy.” So, perhaps the ultimate irony is that the very 
court that railed about my writings promoting anarchy, 


that ignored the established law in order to validate the 
oppression I experienced, has itself bred contempt for 
the law through its own actions; it has invited anarchy. 

Seen this way, Judge Jack Zouhary has done 
far more to promote anarchism and rebellion against 
authority then my semi-legible scrawlings ever could. 
While I can merely fashion rhetorical arguments about 
the government’s inimical posture with regard to our 
rights, the court can provide irrefutable, tangible evi¬ 
dence that I’m right, that we’re all occupied and colo¬ 
nized and enslaved. 

Thank you, Your Honor. 

** This article may or may not be written by Sean Swain 
but, because U.S. District Court Judge Jack Zouhary 


has given prison officials free license to punish Sean 
Swain in any way they see fit for his social and political 
opinions published constitutional protections and offi¬ 
cially silenced by the United States government. In fear 
of dying at super-max under pretextual rule violations 
for publicly telling the truth about his lawless captors 
(a fear shared by all free thinkers subject to a fascist 
police state). Sean Swain cannot have his name associ¬ 
ated with any published work such as this whether he 
wrote it or not. So, if Sean Swain wrote this, and no one 
is saying he did, he must do it anonymously to avoid 
government reprisals sanctioned by federal judge Jack 
Zouhary, who has repealed the First Amendment and 
forced the truth underground. 
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By Sean Swain 

While it is typical over the holidays for someone 
to get visited by the ghosts of Christmas past, present 
and future, just before the holidays I was supematurally 
contacted by a ghost, strangely, of America’s revolu¬ 
tionary past His name was Daniel Shays. I took the oc¬ 
casion of this haunting as an opportunity to interview 
him. The following is my account of that exchange: 


Q: Can you tell me a little bit about yourself? 

PE: Yes, Sir. My name is Daniel Shays and I was a farmer in 
the Commonwealth o’ Massachusetts. Me an’ my fambly, we 
growed our own food an’ such. 

Q: Besides farming, was there something you did that peo¬ 
ple might remember? Something of historical significance? 
DS:Well, yes. I reckon folks’d remember the so-called Shays’ 
Rebellion that began in 1786. 

Q:1786? 

DS. Yes, Sir. 

Q: That would mean that you’re, er, quite.. old. 

DS. No, Sir. Actually, I’m dead. 

Q: Oh. 

DS. But since there’s nobody alive to say what needs to be 
said, you pulled me out of the grave to say it. I’m what you 
might call a ‘literary de-vice.’ 

Q. I see. 

DS. An’ I don’ really mind but I can’ figger how I can be much 
help t’ y’uns. I never been much for talkin’. 

Q: Well, perhaps you could tell us a little bit about Shays’ 
Rebellion. 

DS: Yes, Sir. But, first off, it wasn’ no proper rebellion. Not as 
I sees it, anyhow. A rebellion is where people get disobedient 
to the rightful authorities. That’s by my thinkin’ anyhow. They 
rebel like unruly children against their parents. An’ that’s not 
how it was. Not how I see it. So, we wasn’ rebellin’. We was 
revoltin’. We wasn’ no unruly children an’ those dandies in 
fancy suits an’ robes an’ such, they wasn’ our parents. They 
was jes’ some money-grubbin’—‘scuse my language... 

Q: That’s okay. 

DS: My fires still get to burnin’ on that, sometimes. 

Q: Makes sense. 1 

DS: Anyhow, these folks that was tryin’ to take our farms from 
us. . I was raised that if n you can’ say nothin’ nice about a 
feller, well, don’ say nothin’ a’tall. An’ I can’ think o’ nothin’ nice 


Q: Yes. 

DS: But those bankers know that. An’ they sit behind their 
desks an’ send them some other poor feller. An’ the govern¬ 
ment men, they sit behin’ their desks an’ send them other 
poor fellers too. They got it all figgered out. They say, “Well, 
these bumpkins won’ know who to shoot if we make it com¬ 
plicated, and they’ll jes’ get of the land an’ hand over their 
money cause we got papers an’ the law on our side.” It ain’ 
like the robber or the wolf cornin’ to your house ‘cause when 
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DS: I reckon so. It’s been my experience that if n you shoot a 
few judges, the rest start actin’ right. 

Q: I can see how that would work. But once you got to that 
point— 

DS: Burnin’ down banks and courthouses an’ shootin’ folks 
who tried to stop us, you mean? 

Q: —didn’t they call in federal troops? 

DS: Well, we figgered they might try an’ do that, so we said to 
ourselves, “Why not attack them first?" So that’s what we did. 
Q: You attacked the Army? 
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injustices. Thoreau went ot jail and wrote what may be 
the most thoughtful treatise for the dissolution of gov¬ 
ernment ever written-from his cell. 

Emma Goldman promoted anarchy and rebellion 
against authority too. In a time when millions were out of 
work and desperate, when the government was pander¬ 
ing to bankers and corporate moguls, Emma Goldman 
spoke to a throng of sallow-faced men in New York who 
had gathered to hear her speak. She told them to ask 
for work; if denied work, then to ask for bread; if denied 
bread, to take bread. She uttered her next words from a 
jail cell. She and her husband Alexander Berkman were 
so good at promoting anarchy and rebellion against au¬ 
thority, they were eventually deported. 

It is an austere and exclusive club, those who 
have been recognized by the government as promot¬ 
ing anarchy and rebellion against authority. The King 
of England said it of Sir Thomas Moore. Another King 
of England said it of the Founding Fathers. The United 
States said it of Abbie Hoffman, who once quipped, “sa¬ 
cred cows make the tastiest burgers”. Nelson Mandella 
went to prison for it. Stephen Biko died for it, so did 
Sacco and Vanzetti and the Haymarket martyrs. Che 
Guevara was hunted down like a dog for it. Mohandas 
Gandhi spent his life perfecting it. He once said, “I be¬ 
lieve, and everybody must grant, that no Government 
can exist for a single moment without the cooperation of 
the people, willing or forced, and if the people suddenly 
withdrew their cooperation in every detail, the Govern¬ 
ment will come to a stand still. Of course, he didn’t say 
that in America; our federal courts don’t permit that kind 
of inciteful speech. 

When considering the pantheon of principled 
figures with the integrity to dedicate themselves to the 
promotion of anarchy and rebellion against authority, it 
is truly humbling to be placed in their midst-by no less 
than a federal court judge. It is an honor that I truly do 
not believe I deserve. I’ve done nothing of merit to war¬ 
rant such a grand distinction. 

But, Judge Zouhary used the content of my 
work-my promotion of “anarchy and rebellion against 
authority”~to justify stripping me of the constitutional 
protections afforded everyone else. Democrats, Repub¬ 
licans, Budhists, and Presbyterians, for example, can 
still publicly express their views and beliefs to a free- 
world publisher (so long as they remember their place 
and their views remain orthodox and inoffensive, of 
course), but I can’t. So, after tossing me in the same 
category as Thoreau, Goldman, and Sacco and Van¬ 
zetti, Judge Zouhary did what authorities always do to 
such intellectual rebels as Thoreau, Goldman, and Sac¬ 
co and Vanzetti. He ignored established law and stuck it 
to me for what I believe. 

In that regard, Judge Zouhary is in the company 
o£ many who have relied on the raw power of govern¬ 
ment to silence dissent and permit the infliction of intel¬ 
lectual brutality upon those whose ideas do not conform 
to the almighty government’s program. He’s surrounded 
by several kings of England, the Soviet secret police, 
Joseph McCarthy, several incarnations of the apartheid 
South African government, Augusto Pinochet, and a 
dozen or so dime store dictators who have ruled banana 
republics with the aid of US lawyers, guns, and money 
to keep the population under control and to kep voacl 
opponents in shallow graves. 

Judge Zouhar’s company? Well, not so good. 

I am reminded of the quote from Judge Webster 
Thayer who presided over the trial of Niccola Sacco 
and Bartolomeo Vanzetti, accused of murder and rob¬ 
bery but really tried for their anarchist faith. At a foot¬ 
ball game after denying Sacco and Vanzetti’s request 
for a new trial—a denial that would ultimately send both 


PE: Yes, Sir. My name is Daniel Shays and I was a farmer in 
the Commonwealth o’ Massachusetts. Me an’ my fambly, we 
growed our own food an’ such. 

Q: Besides farming, was there something you did that peo¬ 
ple might remember? Something of historical significance? 
DS:Well, yes. I reckon folks’d remember the so-called Shays’ 
Rebellion that began in 1786. 

Q:1786? 

DS. Yes, Sir. 

Q: That would mean that you’re, er, quite.. old. 

DS. No, Sir. Actually, I’m dead. 

Q: Oh. 

DS. But since there’s nobody alive to say what needs to be 
said, you pulled me out of the grave to say it. I’m what you 
might call a ‘literary de-vice.’ 

Q. I see. 

DS. An’ I don’ really mind but I can’ figger how I can be much 
help t’ y’uns. I never been much for talkin’. 

Q: Well, perhaps you could tell us a little bit about Shays’ 
Rebellion. 

DS: Yes, Sir. But, first off, it wasn’ no proper rebellion. Not as 
I sees it, anyhow. A rebellion is where people get disobedient 
to the rightful authorities. That’s by my thinkin’ anyhow. They 
rebel like unruly children against their parents. An’ that’s not 
how it was. Not how I see it. So, we wasn’ rebellin’. We was 
revoltin’. We wasn’ no unruly children an’ those dandies in 
fancy suits an’ robes an’ such, they wasn’ our parents. They 
was jes’ some money-grubbin’—‘scuse my language... 

Q: That’s okay. 

DS: My fires still get to burnin’ on that, sometimes. 

Q: Makes sense. 

DS: Anyhow, these folks that was tryin’ to take our farms from 
us...I was raised that ifn you can’ say nothin’ nice about a 
feller, well, don’ say nothin’ a’tall. An’ I can’ think o’ nothin’ nice 
to say ‘bout them fellers takin’ our farms, so I won’ say nothin’ 
about 'em a’tall. 

Q: You said they were trying to take your farms. Who were 
they and why were they trying to take your farms? 

DS: Well, you see, Sir, it’s like this: We had jes’ fought the 
War for Independence. An’ I know you got some ideas about 
how all that was, but most of us was jes’ simple folks an’ we 
didn’ fight for no big ideas an’ such. We fought ‘cause we 
wanted left alone to live our lives an’ not get bossed aroun’ or 
havin’ somebody reachin’ in our pockets. 

I was just a farmer. Growed my own food. So after the 
war, ever’thin’ got bad. Folks was workin’ hard an’ havin’ a 
bad time tryin’ to make it from day to day, an’ even though we 
didn’ have a king no more, we was still payin’ takes to folks 
who dressed better’n we did an’ didn’ have no dirt under their 
fingernails. An’ no matter what you call 'em, if you got folks 
dressed nice an’ don’t have dirt under their fingernails, an’ 
they give the orders an’ you do the payin’, well then you got 
a king. That’s as I figger it. An’ all of us was doin’ the sweatin’ 
an’ the bleedin’ an’ losin’ our farms to the bankers. So really, 
the bankers was our kings. 

Good people was gettin’ throwed off their land. I don’ 
know if you ever seen it, but I seen some good folks, proud 
folks, people with dignity. An’ I seen ‘em thrown out their 
homes and throwed off their land. I seen mothers with their 
arms full o’ cryin’, hungry children. An’ that does somethin’ to 
you. 

They wasn’t bad people. I knowed ‘em. They was 
good people an’ they cared about their neighbors. They’d 
help you dig a well or bake your family some bread. But 
those men from the banks, I can’t say they was good people. 
I don’ know people like that who can jes’ come along an’ 
make a mother pick up her kids an’ go out in the cold with 
nowhere to go. Or humiliate a man an’ leave him with his 
family wonderin’ who they was gonna eat. An’ let the land sit 
fallow an’ the house sit empty. It ain’ right. 

Q: So what did you do? 

DS: Well, Sir... I have to—I need to explain somethin’ before 
I get to that. 

Q: Sure, go ahead. 



Q: Yes. 

DS: But those bankers know that. An’ they sit behind their 
desks an’ send them some other poor feller. An’ the govern¬ 
ment men, they sit behin’ their desks an’ send them other 
poor fellers too. They got it all figgered out. They say, “Well, 
these bumpkins won’ know who to shoot if we make it com¬ 
plicated, and they’ll jes’ get of the land an’ hand over their 
money ‘cause we got papers an’ the law on our side.” It ain’ 
like the robber or the wolf cornin’ to your house ‘cause when 
you’re gettin’ robbed by the banks an’ the government, the 
robbers an’ wolves are hidin’ behind desks. 

So that was the situation we was in an’ I just wanted to make 
sure you knowed we wasn’ jes’ bad folks tryin’ to raise some 
hell. 

Q: So that’s what led to Shays’ Rebellion? 

DS: Yes, Sir. We was simple farmers, but we got together 
an’ we decided we wasn’ leavin’. We wasn’ payin’ no more 
taxes to a government that wasn’ ours an’ we wasn’ cornin’ 
off the land. 

Q: What did the government and bankers do? 

DS: They sent some folks to talk to us. Tell us it was all official 
an’ such an’ there wasn’ nothin’ we doulc do an’ we ought to 
go peacefully an’ such. 

Q: And? 

DS: We didn’ see it that way. There was somethin’ we could 
do. We could stay. See, the banks an’ the government men, 
they get to thinkin’ that their pieces of paper are what make 
things real. An’ if the piece of paper says it, well, that’s how 
it has to be. But we was of a different mind. We said, “Our 
boots is still touchin’ this soil and our rifles are jes’ as real as 
that piece o’ paper.” An’ so the government sent law men to 
get us off the land. Sheriffs an’ such. Men with rifles. 

Q: So what happened? 

PE: We had rifles too. So we shot ‘em. 

Q: But the people who came to evict you were law enforce¬ 
ment, right? 

PE: That don’ mean nothin’. Any law makes children go hun¬ 
gry ain’ no law. Any law throws a man off n his land ain’ no 
law. See, we knowed we was at war. 

Nowadays, you got a word, “class warfare,” but you only use 
it when it’s poor folks who had enough. An’ then it’s a word 
you use that makes it out like somebody’s stirrin’ up the sav¬ 
ages. You don’ never see it as class warfare when rich folks 
like bankers an’ bosses is starvin’ the children of the poor 
workin’ people. You jes’ see it like that’s the way things is. 
Well, we seen it was war. They was wagin’ war against us 
an’ against our lives, an’ law ain’t law when it says you got 
to stop livin’ and bein’, when somebody else has a right to 
more’n they need an’ your children don’ have a right to food. 


DS: I reckon so. It’s been my experience that ifn you shoot a 
few judges, the rest start actin’ right. 

Q: I can see how that would work. But once you got to that 
point— 

DS: Burnin’ down banks and courthouses an’ shootin’ folks 
who tried to stop us, you mean? 

Q: —didn’t they call in federal troops? 

DS: Well, we figgered they might try an’ do that, so we said to 
ourselves, “Why not attack them first?” So that’s what we did. 
Q: You attacked the Army? 

DS: Yes, Sir. As I seen it, we had shot the law, shot bankers, 
and shot judges, but we didn’ shoot nobody that didn’ have 
a shootin’ a-comin’. An’ at that point, we knowed that troops 
would be arrivin’ to put us in our place. An’ that meant they’d 
come to our farms to round us up an’ we’d be right back 
at the start of things, only the troops would be shootin’ an’ 
burnin’ us out an’ after all that, we’d lose our farms. We didn’ 
want the shootin’ an’ burnin’ to happen on our farms, so we 
got the idear that we’d go to the armory an’ jes’ get her over 
with. Besides, if we could get their rifles, they’d have no way 
to ever put us down. We’d be givin’ the orders. So, we went 
an’ attacked the Army. 

Q: How did that work out for you? 

DS: Well, we couldn’ bum ‘em out an’ we couldn’ make ‘em 
surrender, but I suspect they lost more’n we did. An’ we fig¬ 
gered we made our point, anyhow: We wasn’t scared to fight 
an’ ifn they was lookin’ for more of what we was givin’ ‘em, 
they knew where to come find it. So we went back to our 
homes. 

Q: Did they come after you? 

DS: No, Sir. After a long winter of rude justice, the bankers 
an’ law men an’ judges who didn’ get shot came to a new 
way of seein’ things. We had a new understands’. They 
wouldn’t come to our farms wavin’ aroun’ court orders an’ 
demandin’ taxes an’ such, an’ we wouldn’ shoot them. 

Q: Sounds fair. 

DS: That’s what I thought. 

Q: So do you believe there are any lessons we could draw 
from your experience and apply them to our situation today? 
DS: Yes, well—uh, I reckon you really don’ want to know 
what I think. 

Q: Sure I do. 

DS: Well, there’s really no nice way to say this, you know. 
You folks let the tax man rob you an’ let the bankers rob you 
an’ let the tax man give your money to the bankers who al¬ 
ready robbed you, an’ ain’ none of ‘em gettin’ shot. 

Q: Well— 

DS: The bankers rob you an’ you don’ rob them back. 











figures with the integrity to dedicate themselves to the 
promotion of anarchy and rebellion against authority, it 
is truly humbling to be placed in their midst-by no less 
than a federal court judge. It is an honor that I truly do 
not believe I deserve. I’ve done nothing of merit to war¬ 
rant such a grand distinction. 

But, Judge Zouhary used the content of my 
work-my promotion of “anarchy and rebellion against 
authority”--to justify stripping me of the constitutional 
protections afforded everyone else. Democrats, Repub¬ 
licans, Budhists, and Presbyterians, for example, can 
still publicly express their views and beliefs to a free- 
world publisher (so long as they remember their place 
and their views remain orthodox and inoffensive, of 
course), but I can’t. So, after tossing me in the same 
category as Thoreau, Goldman, and Sacco and Van- 
zetti, Judge Zouhary did what authorities always do to 
such intellectual rebels as Thoreau, Goldman, and Sac¬ 
co and Vanzetti. He ignored established law and stuck it 
to me for what I believe. 

In that regard, Judge Zouhary is in the company 
of many who have relied on the raw power of govern¬ 
ment to silence dissent and permit the infliction of intel¬ 
lectual brutality upon those whose ideas do not conform 
to the almighty government’s program. He’s surrounded 
by several kings of England, the Soviet secret police, 
Joseph McCarthy, several incarnations of the apartheid 
South African government, Augusto Pinochet, and a 
dozen or so dime store dictators who have ruled banana 
republics with the aid of US lawyers, guns, and money 
to keep the population under control and to kep voacl 
opponents in shallow graves. 

Judge Zouhar’s company? Well, not so good. 

I am reminded of the quote from Judge Webster 
Thayer who presided over the trial of Niccola Sacco 
and Bartolomeo Vanzetti, accused of murder and rob¬ 
bery but really tried for their anarchist faith. At a foot¬ 
ball game after denying Sacco and Vanzetti’s request 
for a new trial--a denial that would ultimately send both 
men to the electric chair for crimes they clearly did not 
commit--Judge Thayer bragged, “Did you see what I did 
to those anarchistic bastards the other day? That will 
hold them for a while.” 

But the ironly, seemingly lost on the Judge Thay¬ 
ers of the world is that Judge Thayer, his conduct and 
his attitude demonstrating the truly inimical character of 
government and its officials, likely converted thousands 
more to the anarchist cause than the smoke filled back¬ 
room speeches of two impoverished Italian immigrants 
with fuzzy ideas of equality and freedom. 

As John Dos Passos observed of the Sacco and 
Vanzetti tragedy, “It is inconceivable that intelligent 
reading men can be ignorant in this day of the outlines 
of anarchist philosophy. Instead of crying ignorance, it 
would be franker to admit that as anarchists and agita¬ 
tors, you hate these men and disapprove of their ideas 
and methods. But are you going to sacrifice the integ¬ 
rity of the legal system to that feeling?” The answer, 
of course, has always been a resounding, “Yes!” The 
American legal system has always lept at every oppor¬ 
tunity to thorw its integrity out the window for a chance 
to subject anarchist thinkers to tortures, deprivations, 
and even death. 

So it is not the pitiful and marginal writings of the 


to say ‘bout them fellers takin’ our farms, so I won’ say nothin’ 
about 'em a’tall. 

Q: You said they were trying to take your farms. Who were 
they and why were they trying to take your farms? 

DS: Well, you see, Sir, it’s like this: We had jes’ fought the 
War for Independence. An’ I know you got some ideas about 
how all that was, but most of us was jes’ simple folks an’ we 
didn’ fight for no big ideas an’ such. We fought cause we 
wanted left alone to live our lives an’ not get bossed aroun’ or 
havin’ somebody reachin’ in our pockets. 

I was just a farmer. Growed my own food. So after the 
war, ever’thin’ got bad. Folks was workin’ hard an’ havin’ a 
bad time tryin’ to make it from day to day, an’ even though we 
didn’ have a king no more, we was still payin’ takes to folks 
who dressed better’n we did an’ didn’ have no dirt under their 
fingernails. An’ no matter what you call 'em, if you got folks 
dressed nice an’ don’t have dirt under their fingernails, an’ 
they give the orders an’ you do the payin’, well then you got 
a king. That’s as I figger it. An’ all of us was doin’ the sweatin’ 
an’ the bleedin’ an’ losin’ our farms to the bankers. So really, 
the bankers was our kings. 

Good people was gettin’ throwed off their land. I don’ 
know if you ever seen it, but I seen some good folks, proud 
folks, people with dignity. An’ I seen ‘em thrown out their 
homes and throwed off their land. I seen mothers with their 
arms full o’ cryin’, hungry children. An’ that does somethin’ to 
you. 

They wasn’t bad people. I knowed ‘em. They was 
good people an’ they cared about their neighbors. They’d 
help you dig a well or bake your family some bread. But 
those men from the banks, I can’t say they was good people. 
I don’ know people like that who can jes’ come along an’ 
make a mother pick up her kids an’ go out in the cold with 
nowhere to go. Or humiliate a man an’ leave him with his 
family wonderin’ who they was gonna eat. An’ let the land sit 
fallow an’ the house sit empty. It ain’ right. 

Q: So what did you do? 

DS: Well, Sir... I have to—I need to explain somethin’ before 
I get to that. 

Q: Sure, go ahead. 

DS: It’s like this. An’ you have to understan’ this so as you 
can understan’ what we was up against. If n a robber comre 
to your house an’ he tries to hurt your fambly an’ take your 
horses an’ such, well, you shoot ‘em ‘cause you know he’s a 
scoundrel an’ you got to protect yours. You see? 

Q: Uh-huh. 

DS: An’ if n a wolf come along an’ tries to get at your chickens 
or your cows, you shoot ‘em. It ain’ ‘cause you’re feelin’ mean 
against him or nothin’, but he’s takin’ food out of your fam- 
bly’s mouth so you got to treat him like a scoundrel. You see? 
Q: I think I do. 

DS: But you can’ shoot no bank, Sir. You can’ shoot no gov¬ 
ernment. They ain’ a person like a robber or a wolf, an’ you 
can look an’ look but you won’ find ‘em nowhere. They come 
along an’ they take from you an’ take from your fambly an’ 
they do you some awful harm, but who can you shoot? You 
can’ shoot the tax man ‘cause you aim your rifle at ‘im an’ he 
says he’s jes doin’ his job an’ it ain’ his fault, it’s jes’ how the 
system works. An’ you aim your rifle at the bill collector an’ 
he says it ain’ his fault neither an’ he’s jes’ doin’ what he’s tol’. 
An’ they’ll tell you they got a wife an’ they got children an’ they 
get to cryin’ they ain’ bad men. An’ maybe thye ain’t. But you 
ain’t neither, an’ you get to feelin’ all stewed up inside ‘cause 
you can’ shoot them fellers but you know you got to shoot 
somebody ‘cause they is takin’ from your fambly. You see? 
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robbers an’ wolves are hidin’ behind desks. 

So that was the situation we was in an’ I just wanted to make 
sure you knowed we wasn’ jes' bad folks tryin’ to raise some 
hell. 

Q: So that’s what led to Shays’ Rebellion? 

DS: Yes, Sir. We was simple farmers, but we got together 
an’ we decided we wasn’ leavin’. We wasn’ payin’ no more 
taxes to a government that wasn’ ours an’ we wasn’ cornin’ 
off the land. 

Q: What did the government and bankers do? 

DS: They sent some folks to talk to us. Tell us it was all official 
an’ such an’ there wasn’ nothin’ we doulc do an’ we ought to 
go peacefully an’ such. 

Q: And? 

DS: We didn’ see it that way. There was somethin’ we could 
do. We could stay. See, the banks an’ the government men, 
they get to thinkin’ that their pieces of paper are what make 
things real. An’ if the piece of paper says it, well, that’s how 
it has to be. But we was of a different mind. We said, “Our 
boots is still touchin’ this soil and our rifles are jes’ as real as 
that piece o’ paper.” An’ so the government sent law men to 
get us off the land. Sheriffs an’ such. Men with rifles. 

Q: So what happened? 

PE: We had rifles too. So we shot ‘em. 

Q: But the people who came to evict you were law enforce¬ 
ment, right? 

PE: That don’ mean nothin’. Any law makes children go hun¬ 
gry ain’ no law. Any law throws a man ofFn his land ain’ no 
law. See, we knowed we was at war. 

Nowadays, you got a word, “class warfare,” but you only use 
it when it’s poor folks who had enough. An’ then it’s a word 
you use that makes it out like somebody’s stirrin’ up the sav¬ 
ages. You don’ never see it as class warfare when rich folks 
like bankers an’ bosses is starvin’ the children of the poor 
workin’ people. You jes’ see it like that’s the way things is. 
Well, we seen it was war. They was wagin’ war against us 
an’ against our lives, an’ law ain’t law when it says you got 
to stop livin’ and bein’, when somebody else has a right to 
more’n they need an’ your children don’ have a right to food. 
Q: But weren’t you afraid of going to jail? 

DS: Jail? Ain’t you been listenin’? 

Q: Well, I mean— 

DS: Jail wasn’ no option, Sir. They could kill us or they could 
leave us be. But jail wasn’ no option. 

Q: I see. 

DS: So after we shot the law men, the bankers went to the 
judges an’ the judges wrote out some piece o’ paper an’ or¬ 
dered us off the land, an’ that jes’ made us angry, ‘cause 
by then you’d a thought these smart fellers woulda knowed. 
Q: Knowed what? 

DS: We outnumbered them. 

There was more of us than there was o’ them. What I mean 
is, we was the people. An’ you can stack up all the bankers 
an’judges an’ law men there is, but there ain’t manyh o’ them 
an’ they may have lots of pieces o’ paper to wave at you, but 
not many o’ them can shoot straight. Can’t hit the broad side 
of a barn from the inside. 

So when the judges signed those orders for the bankers, 
we went to the courthouse an’ it was jes’ as I figgered. It’s a 
lot harder for a feller, even a judge, to do a bad thing when 
he’s got to look you in the eye an’ do it. So, in the end, those 
judges was a sight more understands’ when they had to 
deal with us face to face. 

Q: Maybe it was because you had rifles. 
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DS: Yes, Sir. As I seen it, we had shot the law, shot bankers, 
and shot judges, but we didn’ shoot nobody that didn’ have 
a shootin’ a-comin’. An’ at that point, we knowed that troops 
would be arrivin’ to put us in our place. An’ that meant they’d 
come to our farms to round us up an’ we’d be right back 
at the start of things, only the troops would be shootin’ an’ 
burnin’ us out an’ after all that, we’d lose our farms. We didn’ 
want the shootin’ an’ burnin’ to happen on our farms, so we 
got the idear that we’d go to the armory an’ jes’ get her over 
with. Besides, if we could get their rifles, they’d have no way 
to ever put us down. We’d be givin’ the orders. So, we went 
an’ attacked the Army. 

Q: How did that work out for you? 

DS: Well, we couldn’ burn ‘em out an’ we couldn’ make ‘em 
surrender, but I suspect they lost more’n we did. An’ we fig¬ 
gered we made our point, anyhow: We wasn’t scared to fight 
an’ if n they was lookin’ for more of what we was givin’ ‘em, 
they knew where to come find it. So we went back to our 
homes. 

Q: Did they come after you? 

DS: No, Sir. After a long winter of rude justice, the bankers 
an’ law men an’ judges who didn’ get shot came to a new 
way of seein’ things. We had a new understands’. They 
wouldn’t come to our farms wavin’ aroun’ court orders an’ 
demandin’ taxes an’ such, an’ we wouldn’ shoot them. 

Q: Sounds fair. 

DS: That’s what I thought. 

Q: So do you believe there are any lessons we could draw 
from your experience and apply them to our situation today? 
DS: Yes, well—uh, I reckon you really don’ want to know 
what I think. 

Q: Sure I do. 

DS: Well, there’s really no nice way to say this, you know. 
You folks let the tax man rob you an’ let the bankers rob you 
an’ let the tax man give your money to the bankers who al¬ 
ready robbed you, an’ ain’ none of ‘em gettin’ shot. 

Q: Well— 

DS: The bankers rob you an’ you don’ rob them back. 

Q: But Mr. Shays, with the technology they have now—it’s 
very advanced. Not like in your time. You can’t just go rob¬ 
bing a bank. 

DS: I didn’t say “banker.” I said “bankers.” You don’ rob one, 
you rob them all. An’ not jes’ you. Ever’body. You take back 
that $700 billion the tax man stole from you an’ gave to the 
bankers. If the people had that much money, the wouldn’ 
need no bank. Wouldn’ need no government neither. 

Instead, you get throwed out of your jobs an’ throwed 
out of your houses an’ you jes’ pack up your stuff an’ go. It’s 
like there ain’ no fight left in you people. Somebody in fine 
clothes waves a paper at you folks an’ says it’s so, an’ you 
jes’ go along. Why, they’d have to shoot me. Yes, Sir. An’ I’d 
take a good share o’ them with me. 

Q: But you can’t do that anymore. Law enforcement has 
armor and automatic weapons and helicopters, and if they 
don’t kill you, the courts will put you away forever. Maybe to 
Guantanamo Bay. You can’t fight the system anymore. It’s 
too powerful. 

DS: Maybe it’s ‘cause I don’ talk right, but you still don’ under¬ 
stan’ me. They knowed it. They figgered it out. But you ain’ 
figgered it out yet. 

Q: Figured out what? 

DS: You outnumber them. 





My husband Donny and I recently 
opened an all ages music venue/skate¬ 
board shop in Omaha, Nebraska our 
home town. We've had some knock 
outs come through like CARUSELLA 
from Israel, ED HOCHULI from Pitts¬ 
burgh, A BETTER HOPE FOUNDA¬ 
TION from CA, DYLAN SHIV AND THE 
SHANKS from Souix City, THE CAR¬ 
RIER from Boston, SYNTHETIC ELE¬ 
MENTS from Denver, ADAM'S DAGGER 
from LA, and DIGITAL LEATHER from 
around the block. MDC was passing 
through and kindly decided to hit us 
up. I had the opportunity to interview 
Dave D amidst hundreds of screaming 
fans . 

Interview with Dave Dictor from MDC by AKD 

PE: So how is the tour going? 

D: Its really been fabulous. We did 22 days with the 
RESTARTS and we’re just a great combination. They’re 
a British band. The lead singer is gay. They are very 
out there in their comments about that topic and about 
homophobia, sexism, and racism, in the world and in 
the scene. We’re that way ourselves even though I don’t 
do as much in between the songs along those lines., 
almost all the songs are about oppression...and I try to 
do things that are topical. Of course right now Sarah 
Palin’s always topical and the spill of the oil in the gulf 
which was just totally horrible. But you know, there is 
the multi death corporation, you know, what they will do 
for money and how much in the lurch they will leave you 
and how they will do things...you know try and cap an oil 
well at 5,000 feet though they’ve never done it before. 
Its totally safe until its not totally safe and all the double¬ 
speak about what has gone on. Dick Cheney setting the 
regulations with the oil companies over the last 8 years. 
Its criminal, which is exactly what it is. Watching CNN, 
they’re saying 15 billion dollars in damages at least. Not 
to mention all the death to the animals. 15 billion so far. 
Its not over. Its... gosh, and what could 15 billion dollars 
be spent on and how can you replace nature? 

PE: Exactly. You can’t even quantify the amount that 
its costing the environment. 

D: Yeah, we’re in the so-called mushroom of doom, heh 
heh. And I laugh just cause you know I’ve kind of gone 
beyond, “We’ve got to stop the oil companies...” you 
know, I’m almost fatalistic about it. 

PE: the tour’s going well. Anything stand out in your 
mind about it? 

D: It was just really great touring with the RESTARTS. 
They are really nice people. We’re gonna go to England 
and play with them next year. Maybe even do some¬ 
thing on the East coast again this year, winter or some¬ 
thing like that, with the Casualties. That was just really 
astounding when you click with a band. We’ve gone on 
tour with other bands, eh, its all right, but you know, you 
have your separation. We actually all jumped into the 
same van together. It was just great being on tour with 
a band who talks about stuff like that. It kept my focus 


kids where they were very low functioning and a lot of 
mental health, a lot of heavy serious things. You might 
go through the whole year trying to teach a kid how to 
put the lunch bag into the basket of lunch stuff and put 


news where they rescued three ducks and they cleaned 
them off and brought them up to Minneapolis and that 
was the feel good story. We saved three of them so if 
three million animals were killed but we saved three 


mans. 

D: Right, its bogus testing in a lot of cases. 

PE: Do you want to talk about some of your new 






almost all the songs are about oppression...and I try to 
do things that are topical. Of course right now Sarah 
Palin’s always topical and the spill of the oil in the gulf 
which was just totally horrible. But you know, there is 
the multi death corporation, you know, what they will do 
for money and how much in the lurch they will leave you 
and how they will do things...you know try and cap an oil 
well at 5,000 feet though they’ve never done it before. 
Its totally safe until its not totally safe and all the double¬ 
speak about what has gone on. Dick Cheney setting the 
regulations with the oil companies over the last 8 years. 
Its criminal, which is exactly what it is. Watching CNN, 
they’re saying 15 billion dollars in damages at least. Not 
to mention all the death to the animals. 15 billion so far. 
Its not over. Its... gosh, and what could 15 billion dollars 
be spent on and how can you replace nature? 

PE: Exactly. You can’t even quantify the amount that 
its costing the environment. 

D: Yeah, we’re in the so-called mushroom of doom, heh 
heh. And I laugh just cause you know I’ve kind of gone 
beyond, “We’ve got to stop the oil companies...” you 
know, I’m almost fatalistic about it. 

PE: the tour’s going well. Anything stand out in your 
mind about it? 

D: It was just really great touring with the RESTARTS. 
They are really nice people. We’re gonna go to England 
and play with them next year. Maybe even do some¬ 
thing on the East coast again this year, winter or some¬ 
thing like that, with the Casualties. That was just really 
astounding when you click with a band. We’ve gone on 
tour with other bands, eh, its all right, but you know, you 
have your separation. We actually all jumped into the 
same van together. It was just great being on tour with 
a band who talks about stuff like that. It kept my focus 
going. Cuz a lot of times I don’t want to be too political 
and just shut people off...”oh here he is just raggin about 
this again, blah blah blah..” you know? 

PE: Yeah, how much longer do you think you are 
going to do this? 

D: Probably another 5 or 6 years. Probably. It all de¬ 
pends if people stop coming then we’ll stop sooner. If 
there’s an enormous response then you’re like Willie 
Nelson. Lets buy a bigger tour bus and stay on the road. 

PE: What is it like? You’re a full time musician pretty 
much. 

D: Pretty much. I’m a special education teacher but I 
haven’t done it for 5 years. I was teaching special edu¬ 
cation in New York City for 5 years and a teacher’s as¬ 
sistant for 4 years in Portland. About 5 years ago my 
mom passed and left me a little money. I thought, you 
know what, I’m gonna try and do the band for awhile. 
We’ll buy a van, we’ll get everything fixed up right. We 
were doing mini tours for a long time but then I just said, 
we’ll got to Europe and play 65 shows you know, just 
try and make it work, try and earn something. We’re still 
at that rate where we might earn 1500-2000 a month, 
after all is said and done. So its hustling and hustling 
for working a little above minimum wage. I mean, you 
work at Goodwill and make 400-500 a week and that’s 
what we make about. But its a lot more fun than being 
at Goodwill. Though Goodwill is a pretty cool job. I like 
used products and recycled things. 

PE: So in between the time you were 25 till about 50 
or so you were kind of doing the band part time and 
you were working? 

D: Well, from 25 to 38 the band was full time. At 38 I 
became a single parent raising my son. It took me about 
5-7 years to see that through. To get him from junior 


kids where they were very low functioning and a lot of 
mental health, a lot of heavy serious things. You might 
go through the whole year trying to teach a kid how to 
put the lunch bag into the basket of lunch stuff and put 
their coat up on their special hook that they put it up on 
and just deal with them. I liked that job a real lot but I 
love this. It’s kind of weird when you like something a 
real lot but then you love something. I used to hate to 
get out of bed but once I was at my work I liked it. I still 
like to get out of bed when we got an early show but it’s 
very fulfilling. 

PE: So, what kind of things are you involved in out¬ 
side of music, like activism and such? 

D: I own three acres in Hawaii. I go there and my partner 
is in Hawaii and lives there full time. We’re with each 
other three months out of the year. I work with saving 
humpback turtles and hawkbill turtles. I like doing that. 
A far as getting in the street and you know, down with 
Cheney...I don’t know. I think the whole country has got¬ 
ten that way. A million people can march against the Iraq 
war and nothing happens, 3,000 racist tea party people 
get together and it’s all over the news like it’s something 
very important. Then, on a personal level with my three 
acres, we’re building sustainable growth, and we’re on 
the edge of the rain forest. It rains 200 inches a year, 
we’re off the grid, it’s solar and we have water catch¬ 
ments. I’m about three miles from the ocean so a tsu¬ 
nami’s not gonna get me. I’m kind of like a crazed kind 
of fear of 2012 nuclear winter survivalist kind of thing. 
In Hawaii you don’t need heat. We live in the jungle so 
we got wood to burn. We have all these edible plants, 
all this wild spinach and mustard greens growing every¬ 
where. We have goats, chickens, cats, and bunny rab¬ 
bits. And it rains all the time, good surfing...But I have 
this fear of...what’s going on everywhere. What kind of 
mistakes they’re going to make. And I just know we’ve 
built a nest for us in Hawaii. Where we’re at, in the rural 
areas, it’s really great because there’s all kind of fruit 
trees all over the place. So that’s my biggest hobby 
and interest. What I really enjoy. Kind of like a corn- 


news where they rescued three ducks and they cleaned 
them off and brought them up to Minneapolis and that 
was the feel good story. We saved three of them so if 
three million animals were killed but we saved three 
then that should be the headline. Three saved. 

Here we are now, schools are fighting to survive and 
stay open, watching the supplies run out in February, 
and March, realizing that teachers have to bring in their 
own supplies. It is what it is and here we are. 

PE: Yeah, I was hearing something about how the 
chemical dispersant they used was worse than the 
oil itself.So talk about being a vegetarian. 

D: I started being a vegetarian about 77, 78, so about 
33 years into it. Right when I was 18,19. I had been 
putting it together as a teenager and you know, of 
course information was so poor back then, I thought it 
was Hitler, Gandhi and me. There were no Whole Food 
stores and all that. I started toying around with being 
vegetarian with a couple of my friends in high school 
but I actually pulled it off. I was about 18, 19. I pulled it 
off. I started writing this song called Chicken Squawk. 
An infamous MCD song about setting the chickens free; 
falling in love with cartoon animals and if you love car¬ 
toon animals then how can we have this factory farming 
system that kills 5 billion chickens a year and all the 
other animals that are just slaughtered and treated so 
inhumanely. I incorporated it early on with punk and felt 
that it was good. A lot of people were like, punk’s not 
about vegetarianism. Believe it or not. Way back in 78, 
79 people would say that to you. But I shoved it down 
everyone’s throat. The culture changed. Now there’s a 
lot more appreciation for vegetarianism in the alterna¬ 
tive communities. It really rose up. It wasn’t just me and 
Hitler and Gandhi. 

PE: What caused you to be a vegetarian in those 
days? Like you said, there wasn’t much info 
ardund... 

D: I mean, if I couldn’t kill the animal myself and I was 
sickened at looking at pictures of factory farming, I 


mans. 

D: Right, its bogus testing in a lot of cases. 

PE: Do you want to talk about some of your new 
releases? 

D: Yeah, we got a split 7”, a split album with the Re¬ 
starts, I was just talking up the Restarts before. Its 
MDC 2009 basically recorded and set to be released, 
came out around Christmas. I just feel happy about it. 
A lot of the songs...one’s called Patriot Asshole. It’s re¬ 
ally about the Fox News guys who are so ready to be 
gung ho, send off all the boys to die and act like it’s 
the normal thing to do..."whatever the cost!”. We have 
a song called Mary Jane for President which is kind of 
a fun pro marijuana song which is after me witnessing 
“marijuana’s gonna hurt you very bad” my whole life. I 
remember when I was 12 years old, one of my friends in 
high school turned me on. I told my friends, hey I have 
half a joint we can get stoned today. All my friends were 
saying “Dave’s getting bad, oh my God!” And then they 
came outside, we all smoked a joint together and they 
said, “that wasn’t bad”. Not that every 12 year old needs 
to smoke a lot of pot mind you but I wasn’t worried about 
it. Rebellious attitude. 

I felt right away I wasn’t a normal American. I had 
a split home. I was brought up in that Leave it to Beaver 
culture where there was June and Ward in the house 
and right off the bat I wasn’t with the June and Ward’s 
with the full family. I had part of a family with a mother. 
Just being able to relate to her, working all day. I’d go Hi 
mom, how are you? She’d say, I’m okay, it’s just my feet 
hurt. That kind of reality, where we weren’t planning trips 
to Disney world. It was just a lot more survival oriented 
and seeing it from a working mother’s perspective which 
I’m not alone in America. Which in the 50’s and 60’s you 
felt more alone because of what they projected on the 
tv screen didn’t take into account the 10-20% of house¬ 
holds who were divorcees and the children involved. 
Now of course it’s more like 55% and so it’s part of a lot 
of people’s lives. Though even the Simpsons have a full 
family, the Cosby’s, and good for them, but it just wasn’t 



going. Cuz a lot of times I don’t want to be too political 
and just shut people off...”oh here he is just raggin about 
this again, blah blah blah..” you know? 

PE: Yeah, how much longer do you think you are 
going to do this? 

D: Probably another 5 or 6 years. Probably. It all de¬ 
pends if people stop coming then we’ll stop sooner. If 
there’s an enormous response then you’re like Willie 
Nelson. Lets buy a bigger tour bus and stay on the road. 

PE: What is it like? You’re a full time musician pretty 
much. 

D: Pretty much. I’m a special education teacher but I 
haven’t done it for 5 years. I was teaching special edu¬ 
cation in New York City for 5 years and a teacher’s as¬ 
sistant for 4 years in Portland. About 5 years ago my 
mom passed and left me a little money. I thought, you 
know what, I’m gonna try and do the band for awhile. 
We’ll buy a van, we’ll get everything fixed up right. We 
were doing mini tours for a long time but then I just said, 
we’ll got to Europe and play 65 shows you know, just 
try and make it work, try and earn something. We’re still 
at that rate where we might earn 1500-2000 a month, 
after all is said and done. So its hustling and hustling 
for working a little above minimum wage. I mean, you 
work at Goodwill and make 400-500 a week and that’s 
what we make about. But its a lot more fun than being 
at Goodwill. Though Goodwill is a pretty cool job. I like 
used products and recycled things. 

PE: So in between the time you were 25 till about 50 
or so you were kind of doing the band part time and 
you were working? 

D: Well, from 25 to 38 the band was full time. At 38 I 
became a single parent raising my son. It took me about 
5-7 years to see that through. To get him from junior 
high on. Heavy on the first 15 years, lapse for about 6-8 
years, and then full on the last 6-8 years. 

PE: So you had a regular job when you were raising 
your son? 

D: Yeah, that’s when I went back, got my..I was already 
a teacher’s assistant. I went to a program at the Univer¬ 
sity and got my teaching degree. 

PE: Did you miss it? Being on the road, doing that? 

D: Its one of the greatest jobs ever. Just getting to hold 
a microphone and talk to young people, without a cur¬ 
riculum, without a boss, without all that. My special ed, I 
had some hard, fulfilling jobs. I was training 13-14 year 
olds to get jobs. A lot of times it was behavioral working 
out stuff, just getting them to behave in the workplace 
that was going to be satisfactory to their boss, at the 
same time knowing if you don’t have a job and you’re 
mentally retarded or autistic, you have no freedom, un¬ 
less you have parents who are giving you money. I was 
doing it in NYC and there’s, you know, a lot of these 
kids are not going to have parents. A lot of these kids, a 
distant auntie was looking in on them every few months. 
A lot of them lived at the school I worked at. That was 
very fulfilling; I had a very good run doing that for a few 
years. I worked with other developmentally disabled 


their coat up on their special hook that they put It up on 
and just deal with them. I liked that job a real lot but I 
love this. It’s kind of weird when you like something a 
real lot but then you love something. I used to hate to 
get out of bed but once I was at my work I liked it. I still 
like to get out of bed when we got an early show but it’s 
very fulfilling. 

PE: So, what kind of things are you involved in out¬ 
side of music, like activism and such? 

D: I own three acres in Hawaii. I go there and my partner 
is in Hawaii and lives there full time. We’re with each 
other three months out of the year. I work with saving 
humpback turtles and hawkbill turtles, j like doing that. 
A far as getting in the street and you know, down with 
Cheney...I don’t know. I think the whole country has got¬ 
ten that way. A million people can march against the Iraq 
war and nothing happens, 3,000 racist tea party people 
get together and it’s all over the news like it’s something 
very important. Then, on a personal level with my three 
acres, we’re building sustainable growth, and we’re on 
the edge of the rain forest. It rains 200 inches a year, 
we’re off the grid, it’s solar and we have water catch¬ 
ments. I’m about three miles from the ocean so a tsu¬ 
nami’s not gonna get me. I’m kind of like a crazed kind 
of fear of 2012 nuclear winter survivalist kind of thing. 
In Hawaii you don’t need heat. We live in the jungle so 
we got wood to burn. We have all these edible plants, 
all this wild spinach and mustard greens growing every¬ 
where. We have goats, chickens, cats, and bunny rab¬ 
bits. And it rains all the time, good surfing...But I have 
this fear of...what’s going on everywhere. What kind of 
mistakes they’re going to make. And I just know we’ve 
built a nest for us in Hawaii. Where we’re at, in the rural 
areas, it’s really great because there’s all kind of fruit 
trees all over the place. So that’s my biggest hobby 
and interest. What I really enjoy. Kind of like a com¬ 
mon dream. Here I am, I’m 54. So, at a certain point I’m 
gonna go back and rest my bones. 

PE: What issues do you think are most important 
right now in America or even in the world? 

D: I think they’re all connected in one way or another 
but I think the basic right of our earthlings to get along 
together without beating each other, to stop our depen¬ 
dency on eating animals and then to go further polluting 
the planet. People have a lack of vision of what it all 
means and what’s going to happen. A lot of people don’t 
even believe in global warming. That’s the people we 
share this planet with. You know they don’t get how all 
these smoke stacks lead to smog and that smog leads 
to asthma and asthma will kill you and your children and 
your neighbor’s children. Uh, I think a total cautiousness 
needs to take place. I don’t know, you know? Am I help¬ 
ing? I like to believe somewhat that I am. Do I see re¬ 
ally change where we’re going to save the day? I don’t 
know. I’m always amazed when I read an interview with 
Bill Gates or some of these other people, how positive 
they are. I’m like, really? I guess if I was building water 
treatments for people in Africa I might feel more hope. 
Without the environment there will be no animals. 
There’s something very painful looking at the animals 
affected in the gulf right now. They had some happy 


then that should be the headline. I hree saved. 

Here we are now, schools are fighting to survive and 
stay open, watching the supplies run out in February, 
and March, realizing that teachers have to bring in their 
own supplies. It is what it is and here we are. 

PE: Yeah, I was hearing something about how the 
chemical dispersant they used was worse than the 
oil itself.So talk about being a vegetarian. 

D: I started being a vegetarian about 77, 78, so about 
33 years into it. Right when I was 18,19. I had been 
putting it together as a teenager and you know, of 
course information was so poor back then, I thought it 
was Hitler, Gandhi and me. There were no Whole Food 
stores and all that. I started toying around with being 
vegetarian with a couple of my friends in high school 
but I actually pulled it off. I was about 18, 19. I pulled it 
off. I started writing this song called Chicken Squawk. 
An infamous MCD song about setting the chickens free; 
falling in love with cartoon animals and if you love car¬ 
toon animals then how can we have this factory farming 
system that kills 5 billion chickens a year and all the 
other animals that are just slaughtered and treated so 
inhumanely. I incorporated it early on with punk and felt 
that it was good. A lot of people were like, punk’s not 
about vegetarianism. Believe it or not. Way back in 78, 
79 people would say that to you. But I shoved it down 
everyone’s throat. The culture changed. Now there’s a 
lot more appreciation for vegetarianism in the alterna¬ 
tive communities. It really rose up. It wasn’t just me and 
Hitler and Gandhi. 

PE: What caused you to be a vegetarian in those 
days? Like you said, there wasn’t much info 
around... 

D: I mean, if I couldn’t kill the animal myself and I was 
sickened at looking at pictures of factory farming, I 
couldn’t just go to the next level of eating it and excusing 
it like it’s not my job to cut it up or I wasn’t to separate 
myself between this or that. I decided there is a connec¬ 
tion and the connection is me supporting this economi¬ 
cally and if a whole section of society stops supporting 
factory farming then it will slow down. I’m glad to be 
a part of that movement, the animal rights movement. 

PE: So, um, 

D: There’s an incredible movie called Earthlings too. I 
don’t know if you ever heard of it. If you Google it, Earth¬ 
lings the movie. You can even get it downloaded to your 
computer. It’s a harsh movie but it’s kind of important. 

PE: Is it about animal stuff? 

D: Yeah. The three levels of pets, animal testing, and 
then food supply. You know and how they use animals 
for each one of those. Its starts out, pets oh America 
loves pets. And then what’s going on with the puppy 
mills, how many animals are put to sleep that are so 
loved by their human being earthlings. And then animal 
testing, everything was shocking. What they’ll do to ani¬ 
mals to test something out is horrible. 

PE: Yeah, and you can’t always make the link that 
what happens in animals is going to happen in hu- 


releases? 

D: Yeah, we got a split 7”, a split album with the Re¬ 
starts, I was just talking up the Restarts before. Its 
MDC 2009 basically recorded and set to be released, 
came out around Christmas. I just feel happy about it. 
A lot of the songs...one’s called Patriot Asshole. It’s re¬ 
ally about the Fox News guys who are so ready to be 
gung ho, send off all the boys to die and act like it’s 
the normal thing to do...’’whatever the cost!”. We have 
a song called Mary Jane for President which is kind of 
a fun pro marijuana song which is after me witnessing 
“marijuana’s gonna hurt you very bad” my whole life. I 
remember when I was 12 years old, one of my friends in 
high school turned me on. I told my friends, hey I have 
half a joint we can get stoned today. All my friends were 
saying “Dave’s getting bad, oh my God!” And then they 
came outside, we all smoked a joint together and they 
said, “that wasn’t bad”. Not that every 12 year old nedds 
to smoke a lot of pot mind you but I wasn’t worried about 
it. Rebellious attitude. 

I felt right away I wasn’t a normal American. I had 
a split home. I was brought up in that Leave it to Beaver 
culture where there was June and Ward in the house 
and right off the bat I wasn’t with the June and Ward’s 
with the full family. I had part of a family with a mother. 
Just being able to relate to her, working all day. I’d go Hi 
mom, how are you? She’d say, I’m okay, it’s just my feet 
hurt. That kind of reality, where we weren’t planning trips 
to Disney world. It was just a lot more survival oriented 
and seeing it from a working mother’s perspective which 
I’m not alone in America. Which in the 50’s and 60’s you 
felt more alone because of what they projected on the 
tv screen didn’t take into account the 10-20% of house¬ 
holds who were divorcees and the children involved. 
Now of course it’s more like 55% and so it’s part of a lot 
of people’s lives. Though even the Simpsons have a full 
family, the Cosby’s, and good for them, but it just wasn’t 
my experience and part of what led me on the rebel¬ 
lion where things aren’t so great for everyone here. You 
just feel that thing, that social pressure underneath that 
you’re a little different from all these other kids in school 
who got both their parents at the school play. 

PE: So, you think that got you thinkin’ at an early 
age then? 

D: Yeah, I think I was a queer duck from early on. 

PE: So, you’ve written...how many songs? 

D: I don’t know. I know MDC’s got 105, 108, 110. We got 
some in the works, we got some that never quite made it 
but they’re still there. I think its somewhere between 95 
and 105 which is not an unbelievable amount of work for 
30 years. I sometimes have trouble writing songs if I’m 
not inspired to do it and I feel like I’m writing the same 
song all over again. 

PE: How do you come up with new material? 

D: You just get excited, it just comes in spurts. The 
whole Patriot Asshole thing, you know, it just dawned 
on me and with Sarah Palin and McCain, that whole 
thing, ah those patriot assholes, it became something 
I wanted to sing about and do. Like singing the song, 
Mushroom of Doom. I’ve gone through different things 






where I feel like there’s a Masonic cult and it’s the Illu¬ 
minati and our society is directed by people who will dig 
up Geronimo’s bones and do hideous tortures and even 
child abuse. You know it’s all wrapped up in something. 
Those are the people directing it, that’s how bad the juju 
is in our society. 

We were in Oklahoma City and this woman came 
up to me, we were just talking in the parking lot before 
the show. She said, I’ve had two friends murdered in 
the last six months, they were both gay and there’s defi¬ 
nitely this klu klux klan thing going on where nothing... 
man found dead, it’s just random, two of them in the 
Oklahoma City area and nothing is being pursued on 
it. Oklahoma has always been like the end of the trail 
of tears. The military encampment where we keep the 
troublesome Indians... To this day, you can write a let¬ 
ter to the editor it’s not going to make it in the paper. 
Only the most fringe of the green party will even dare 
talk about it. It will never get mentioned on the news. 
That brings me back to the KKK and the songs that we 
started out in 79, ‘80. Born to die which was definitely 
about when there was a rash of migrant workers that 
were being murdered by the KKK in Texas in the late 
70’s, early ‘80’s and Caesar Chavez and that kind of 
society where people are murderous. You can live in 
a big city like Portland where everyone’s drinking and 
everyone seems so liberal. But behind that blue velvet 
curtain that David Lynch might show you in those mov¬ 
ies, there’s this other world where people are used and 
manipulated and hurt and scared. It’s not all just hee 
hee hee or fabulous Hollywood lives that exist in this 
America but behind that facade, there’s a lot of bad Juju 
going on. A lot of dark stuff. 

PE: Have you ever written poetry or have you ever 
thought about writing a book? 

D: I am in the process of writing a book. I’m supposed to 
get together with someone. I’ve got it started, I’ve got it 
outlined. I need to do it. I need to get set because it’s not 
necessarily even said right. American Hardcore came 
out with a book and they made it about wild crazy kids 
who just had this explosion of energy between ‘80 and 
‘86 and then it all kind of died. It didn’t die, it’s all part of 
a continuum of energy, it has its peaks and its valleys 
and its major players who come and go but it didn’t die. 
There’s some other people out there in the punk world 
who give their version of reality like Henry Rollins, but to 
me it doesn’t ring true or representative of us all. It’s true 
for themselves. Gotta put it out or it won’t be put out. 

I was a writer for MRR on and off for about four or 
five years and I really liked that. I would write columns 
about teaching, about,..anything almost except punk. 
Sometimes it was about punk. One time it was about 
how I quit drugs. I’m clean from methamphetamines 
and alcohol 12 years now. I first started out, I was clean 
from it from a year and then got back into it for three 
more years. I kind of lost it when I was on tour in Cana- 


PE: Yeah, what kind of music are you listening to 
these days? 

D: Well, you know, in the punk rock scene, I like bands 
that leave you with something you can hold onto. I really 
like the RESTARTS, I really like LEFTOVER CRACK, 

I like the CHOKING VICTIM scene, I like uh, I like the 
KRUM BUMBS from TX, they got a good sound. I like 
political things. Through the years I’ve loved TRIBATE, 
a death core band from San Francisco, we toured Eu¬ 
rope with them. Urn, I like stuff that reaches out there. 
I’m not so much a musicologist to where I know who’s 
in what band. I go to the shows and see what’s going 
on and that’s how I catch my music more. So I get the 
live feeling which is different because when you listen 
to records it’s all audio, you know? When you go live 
you get the visuals too. You get the feeling, the way the 
crowd interacts and the smart alec remarks in between 
and how they deal with everything from the amp break¬ 
ing down to someone heckling them. I’m more intrigued 
by that. I find myself liking a band and the music was 
very good and cool to me but it was the way they just 
stood up there and did it. A typical band that does that 
is Girl Band from San Francisco. Just on it gals, funny, 
they all have something to say, and the banter between 
the crowd, it’s just really really great. 

I’m trying to think of any of the bands I saw while 
we’ve been on tour that really stuck to my brain. We’ve 
just done 24 shows in a row. Nothing is sticking to my 
brain. Everything is floating around and away from me. 
Who did we play with in Minneapolis? Like, I can’t even 
tell you. It is kind of weird but after awhile, you get im¬ 
mune, at least I do, to remembering the band’s names 
unless something does really stick to my head. 

I think it’s really important for bands to have 
a name that’s really who they are. And another thing 
about being in this band 30+ years, I like the name MIL¬ 
LIONS OF DEAD COPS. At times I think, oh, maybe it’s 
causing too much schism...I like MULTI DEATH COR- 
PORATIOn too. I like how we use the Acronyms to slide 
in and out of what and who we are. And uh, you know 
so its, I’m not sure what band I’d be in if I wasn’t in 
this band or what I’d be doing actually. We do an MDC 
acoustic that we thought of calling Dave Dictor and the 
eye doctors. We sing acoustically lots of MDC songs 
and we have a bunch of other kind of songs. It’s a little 
more Dylan meets Band meets Harmonies. 

PE: Do you perform that live? 

D: Yeah, we go up and down the West coast. It’s a little 
less known, it’s hard to get good guarantees. I haven’t 
stuck ourselves all the way out there and done a full on 
cd, and tried to do a whole tour with it but I really kind of 
like the simplicity of it. And I like the harmonies and try¬ 
ing to make something different out of the same music 
because, as much as I like my own hard fast music, I 
don’t like a ton of other hard, fast music, believe it or not. 
I mean I did when I was younger, but at 54, I can only 


And now its... you don’t feel necessarily everything in 
common with someone with the same hairdo or patch 
on their jacket. To a certain extent you do, but it’s not 
that way anymore, it’s not as fresh. But I don’t want to 
sound just like a jaded old guy. There’s a bunch of 14, 
15, 16 year old kids feeling the angst of teenage-ness 
tonight and I hope to celebrate, liberate 'em and just let 
'em know, that other people are feeling odd things too. 
That’s what I feel is my biggest role with young people is 
and other times I feel like I’m background music to alco¬ 
hol and drugs. But with these young kids, it really takes 
on this special important kind of thing to where they re¬ 
ally feel something in common with you. We played a 
show last night and there was a string of 16, 17 year 
old kids that hung on my every word outside the club. 
40 of em. So incredible. Here I am, this 54 year old per¬ 
son who has a whole different set of everything. A lot of 
them were Mexican American, some of them were even 
from Mexico, but they were still hanging on...they really 
get something from the music. It makes me feel like I’m 
doing something right. Helps me get in the van and do 
another 300 miles to the next wherever. 

PE: To me, you being older, enhances the whole 
thing. When you are a kid, you feel so alienated 
from the adult world. You feel like adults are so 
strange, that they don’t get you, they’re totally con¬ 
formists, you want to be exactly like they are not. So 
when there’s an adult that is like you, it makes it all 
the more powerful. 

D: I think it’s true what you are saying. It, there’s a better 
word than justified...it underlines their feelings. If they’re 
feeling my families a little weird or they’re feeling Multi 
Death Corporation type thoughts and then hear me 
singing it, and here I am, I’m coming from a lot older 
than them with a lot more experience. It helps them 
to think that they’re not wrong for feeling like there’s a 
crookedness and we’re being taken advantage of and 
my individuality is being stolen and that they’re trying 
to make me into some kind of pressure cooker so that 
I’ll buy Volvo or whatever and I’ll come out the other 
end normal. 

PE: And that I won’t have to sell out as an adult. 

D: Right, or that that’s the only path. Do I work at the 
grocery store, do I work at a factory? Or do I hang in 
there and go to college and fight it out with that crew. 
So yeah, I feel lucky and enchanted. It kind of does 
keep me going, the kids. Entertainment is fun but it’s 
not as rewarding as when you feel like people are get¬ 
ting something out of it they are not going to forget, that 
you are leaving an impression. Sing Corporate Death 
Burger and their eyes light up. They get it. They get 
that there’s a scam going on. They might not get all the 
facets of it but the fact that its factory farm patties and 
chicken McNuggets, reconstituted chicken repackaged 
in grease with a lot of salt with a big sugar drink. There’s 


Yeah, lineup changes. Got Ron Posner, the origi¬ 
nal guitar player and Al Schvits the original drummer 
and I’m the original singer. We’ve added two younger 
guys. One’s Mike Smith and one’s Russ Kalita. 

PE: How has the dynamic of the band with so many 
people coming and going affected the music over 
the years? 

D: I guess I never wanted to give it up. Ron gave it up. 
We did the band together from 79, 80, 81, 82, 83, 84 
and then left it. He got an inheritance and decided he 
wanted to open up a skateboard shop of all the crazy 
things to do...we went beyond just being a band from 
Texas...we lived in one room in San Francisco for a 
couple years and it was like, he couldn’t stand it. It was 
just too much. My girlfriend became his girlfriend and it 
was just too close for comfort in those kind of ways. And 
everyone had different degrees of neuroticism and drug 
addiction that didn’t fit everyone else’s uh, ideas and 
yet we were very...telling people what to eat and telling 
people how to live, yet we just had a hard time. People 
at different times decided that they wanted to leave the 
band. I was like, okay but this is my mission. I’m not 
leaving it. So, if you need to go start a skateboard shop 
with my ex girlfriend, bless you. I’m gonna go to Europe 
and I’m gonna find another kid who can play guitar and 
I’ll do it. I think in the family of MDC, there’s been around 
25 guitar players. Some people played very bit roles, 
they were there for three months, other people were 
there for much longer. 

PE: So, you’ve been the glue that has held the 
whole thing together then? 

D: It sounds weird to say that, Yes, I am the glue, but 
there’s a reality to that, that Dave Dictor has been the 
one constant of MDC through its 30 plus years of exis¬ 
tence. Except when I was raising my kid and I had a bit 
of a drug problem and had to clean up between ‘97 and 
2000, I’ve had this vision that I wanted to tour with my 
band. Sometimes it’s only a month in the summer, other 
times it’s been 140 gigs a year. That was my mission- 
to make music, to be up on stage holding a microphone 
and doing it. I wasn’t leaving the band, I wasn’t quitting 
the band. I might slow down for a while, but never with 
the intention of I’ve had it or I’m starting a blues band 
or I’m gonna do something else. And so, so it’s all of 
our puppy. And I have Al and Ron back and we try and 
treat each other with an egalitarian spirit. But they both 
kind of know that Dave is the bottom line on certain top¬ 
ics. You know, you try and work that out. Cutting into 
something that is a truism but it’s not like I’m pounding 
my chest where I am the center of the universe, lord of 
the castle and these are my minions...it’s not like that, 
it doesn’t work out like that. But if I’m unhappy then 

everyone knows, that if I’m gonna go home.At one 

point if another member says, I’m going to fly home, 
well okay. No problem. We have five musicians. Every¬ 
one can pick up something else. Second guitarist can 
play drums, there are 2 guitar players and all the guitar 
players can play bass. The only thing they really can’t 
do is have my face and be out there singing the songs 
if I’m not there. I’ve become synonymous with the band. 
I don’t really care about the ego of that. I’ve always 
wished about my son, that he was going to take over 
MDC, but he’s not. 

PE: Anything you want to finish off with? 

D: I always like to finish off with dream big and don’t 
settle for little. If you are not around people who love 



‘70’s, early ‘80's and Caesar Chavez and that kind of 
society where people are murderous. You can live in 
a big city like Portland where everyone’s drinking and 
everyone seems so liberal. But behind that blue velvet 
curtain that David Lynch might show you in those mov¬ 
ies, there’s this other world where people are used and 
manipulated and hurt and scared. It’s not all just hee 
hee hee or fabulous Hollywood lives that exist in this 
America but behind that facade, there’s a lot of bad Juju 
going on. A lot of dark stuff. 

PE: Have you ever written poetry or have you ever 
thought about writing a book? 

D: I am in the process of writing a book. I’m supposed to 
get together with someone. I’ve got it started, I’ve got it 
outlined. I need to do it. I need to get set because it’s not 
necessarily even said right. American Hardcore came 
out with a book and they made it about wild crazy kids 
who just had this explosion of energy between ‘80 and 
‘86 and then it all kind of died. It didn’t die, it’s all part of 
a continuum of energy, it has its peaks and its valleys 
and its major players who come and go but it didn’t die. 
There’s some other people out there in the punk world 
who give their version of reality like Henry Rollins, but to 
me it doesn’t ring true or representative of us all. It’s true 
for themselves. Gotta put it out or it won’t be put out. 

I was a writer for MRR on and off for about four or 
five years and I really liked that. I would write columns 
about teaching, about,..anything almost except punk. 
Sometimes it was about punk. One time it was about 
how I quit drugs. I’m clean from methamphetamines 
and alcohol 12 years now. I first started out, I was clean 
from it from a year and then got back into it for three 
more years. I kind of lost it when I was on tour in Cana¬ 
da in 94 and had a run in with a girl named Barbie from 
the wrong side of the tracks.... 

I’ve got 30 or 40 of my favorite columns that I’ve 
always wanted to put out. I like writing. I’m more that 
way. It’s more of the David Sedaris personal revela¬ 
tion, history, and then how odd the universe is and what 
weird things can happen to you when you think you’re 
just getting up and going down to the corner for a bite to 
eat. Things happen. 

PE: This is a question my husband wanted to ask. 
You’ve been in bands for 31 years and so many 
people come and go from the scene and it seems 
like some people use the scene as a stepping stone. 
What do you think about that? 

D: Everyone is looking in this life for something and 
you’re not sure if you’re gonna find it. We were very 
lucky being in Austin TX when punk was just coming 
around and uh, so we knew what we kind of wanted. We 
wanted to be in a band before punk happened. I knew I 
wanted to spend part of my life with music. I was a song 
writer, Al was a jazz drummer and we’ve kind of known 
each other the longest in the band. We’re both from the 
North Shore Long Island, known each other since late 
teens. But you know as far as that question goes, just 
like I said, you know a lot of people are just searching 
for different things so its stepping stones on the way to 
life. Some people graduate and go beyond and never 
look back, other people come back, check in once every 
three months, every six months. I see people, you know 
people come out, “ I haven’t seen you in a year But 
I understand it. I’m not bitter about it. You know, I’m at 
a show here where 90% of the people are under 25, if 
not under 22, and I take my fans wherever they’ll come 
from. And if people are only into the scene for x amount 
of years and then they move on, who am I to say that 
they should be here. People need to do what they really 
need to do and I just hope they’re happy doing whatever 
that is. 


they all have something to say, and the banter between 
the crowd, it’s just really really great. 

I’m trying to think of any of the bands I saw while 
we’ve been on tour that really stuck to my brain. We’ve 
just done 24 shows in a row. Nothing is sticking to my 
brain. Everything is floating around and away from me. 
Who did we play with in Minneapolis? Like, I can’t even 
tell you. It is kind of weird but after awhile, you get im¬ 
mune, at least I do, to remembering the band’s names 
unless something does really stick to my head. 

I think it’s really important for bands to have 
a name that’s really who they are. And another thing 
about being in this band 30+ years, I like the name MIL¬ 
LIONS OF DEAD COPS. At times I think, oh, maybe it’s 
causing too much schism...I like MULTI DEATH COR- 
PORATIOn too. I like how we use the Acronyms to slide 
in and out of what and who we are. And uh, you know 
so its, I’m not sure what band I’d be in if I wasn’t in 
this band or what I’d be doing actually. We do an MDC 
acoustic that we thought of calling Dave Dictor and the 
eye doctors. We sing acoustically lots of MDC songs 
and we have a bunch of other kind of songs. It’s a little 
more Dylan meets Band meets Harmonies. 

PE: Do you perform that live? 

D: Yeah, we go up and down the West coast. It’s a little 
less known, it’s hard to get good guarantees. I haven’t 
stuck ourselves all the way out there and done a full on 
cd, and tried to do a whole tour with it but I really kind of 
like the simplicity of it. And I like the harmonies and try¬ 
ing to make something different out of the same music 
because, as much as I like my own hard fast music, I 
don’t like a ton of other hard, fast music, believe it or not. 

I mean I did when I was younger, but at 54, I can only 
listen to so much. My ears start to tinitus out on me you 
know? I get this ringing sensation and uh. 

PE: Do you wear ear plugs when you play? 

D: I have ear plugs, I don’t have the good kind though 
and I have had good kinds and I lose them, it’s really ter¬ 
rible. I have 'em on me. I try to use them. What I do is I 
put them on one side and then this ear starts going afritz 
then I take them out and put them on the other side. 
When you put these bad plugs in both ears, everything 
sounds like you’re under water. 

PE: How do you think the scene is different from 
when you started to today? 

D: I get that question a lot. I mean it was very fresh 
when it all started: ‘81, ‘82, ‘83. And you really felt the 
closeness of it. You know, it was so fresh. You’d be driv¬ 
ing through a town and see someone with a mohawk, 
you’d walk up to them and say, what’s going on man? 


PE: To me, you being older, enhances the whole 
thing. When you are a kid, you feel so alienated 
from the adult world. You feel like adults are so 
strange, that they don’t get you, they’re totally con¬ 
formists, you want to be exactly like they are not. So 
when there’s an adult that is like you, it makes it all 
the more powerful. 

D: I think it’s true what you are saying. It, there’s a better 
word than justified... it underlines their feelings. If they’re 
feeling my families a little weird or they’re feeling Multi 
Death Corporation type thoughts and then hear me 
singing it, and here I am, I’m coming from a lot older 
than them with a lot more experience. It helps them 
to think that they’re not wrong for feeling like there’s a 
crookedness and we’re being taken advantage of and 
my individuality is being stolen and that they’re trying 
to make me into some kind of pressure cooker so that 
I’ll buy Volvo or whatever and I’ll come out the other 
end normal. 

PE: And that I won’t have to sell out as an adult. 

D: Right, or that that’s the only path. Do I work at the 
grocery store, do I work at a factory? Or do I hang in 
there and go to college and fight it out with that crew. 
So yeah, I feel lucky and enchanted. It kind of does 
keep me going, the kids. Entertainment is fun but it’s 
not as rewarding as when you feel like people are get¬ 
ting something out of it they are not going to forget, that 
you are leaving an impression. Sing Corporate Death 
Burger and their eyes light up. They get it. They get 
that there’s a scam going on. They might not get all the 
facets of it but the fact that its factory farm patties and 
chicken McNuggets, reconstituted chicken repackaged 
in grease with a lot of salt with a big sugar drink. There’s 
that trade off. And even though taste enhancers might 
lead them to like it, they might understand that they 
didn’t like it on their own, they got taste enhanced into it. 

PE: The lineup that you have now...looking back, 
there’s been a lot of different people coming and 
going and you’ve had some deaths... 

D: Yes we have, we lost Mikie Donaldson and Franco 
Mares on Bass. Sad, sad. Life is fragile. Frankie just 
died in Mexico. His esophagus shut down on him. He 
didn’t have the right antibiotics. He was in a village 100 
miles north of Acapulco or something like that. Mikie 
Donaldson on the other hand had alcohol abuse is¬ 
sues mixed in with drug usage issues. He cleaned up a 
couple times and realized he didn’t like being clean. We 
went on tour to Europe and the last time he just stayed. 
He lived at the squat and drank everyone’s beer and got 
by like that for three or four years until he ...died high, 
let’s just leave it that way. 


one constant of MDC through its 30 plus years of exis¬ 
tence. Except when I was raising my kid and I had a bit 
of a drug problem and had to clean up between ‘97 and 
2000, I’ve had this vision that I wanted to tour with my 
band. Sometimes it’s only a month in the summer, other 
times it’s been 140 gigs a year. That was my mission- 
to make music, to be up on stage holding a microphone 
and doing it. I wasn’t leaving the band, I wasn’t quitting 
the band. I might slow down for a while, but never with 
the intention of I’ve had it or I’m starting a blues band 
or I’m gonna do something else. And so, so it’s all of 
our puppy. And I have Al and Ron back and we try and 
treat each other with an egalitarian spirit. But they both 
kind of know that Dave is the bottom line on certain top¬ 
ics. You know, you try and work that out. Cutting into 
something that is a truism but it’s not like I’m pounding 
my chest where I am the center of the universe, lord of 
the castle and these are my minions...it’s not like that, 
it doesn’t work out like that. But if I’m unhappy then 

everyone knows, that if I’m gonna go home.At one 

point if another member says, I’m going to fly home, 
well okay. No problem. We have five musicians. Every¬ 
one can pick up something else. Second guitarist can 
play drums, there are 2 guitar players and all the guitar 
players can play bass. The only thing they really can’t 
do is have my face and be out there singing the songs 
if I’m not there. I’ve become synonymous with the band. 

I don’t really care about the ego of that. I’ve always 
wished about my son, that he was going to take over 
MDC, but he’s not. 

PE: Anything you want to finish off with? 

D: I always like to finish off with dream big and don’t 
settle for little. If you are not around people who love 
you and support you get away from them. Sometimes 
you can’t do that if you are 16 years old and stuck in 
an environment where no one is loving and supportive. 
Try to make it through to a point where you are able to 
celebrate who you are and try and figure that out without 
getting all chemically abused. Because we have such a 
short time and when we spend time lost and with people 
who don’t love us, it leaves scars and just makes you 
feel melancholy. That’s the kind of thing I like to finish 
up. Be true. Be blue. Try and do the right thing as often 
as you can. Nobody is perfect. Try and be conscious of 
all this stuff, on whatever level. 

PE: In punk rock, that’s a message that doesn’t get 
around enough: take care of yourself, eat healthy, 
exercise, 

D: Yeah, I tell people floss... 

PE: Take a shower... 

D: Right. 
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da in 94 and had a run in with a girl named Barbie from 
the wrong side of the tracks.... 

I’ve got 30 or 40 of my favorite columns that I’ve 
always wanted to put out. I like writing. I’m more that 
way. It’s more of the David Sedaris personal revela¬ 
tion, history, and then how odd the universe is and what 
weird things can happen to you when you think you’re 
just getting up and going down to the corner for a bite to 
eat. Things happen. 


PE: This is a question my husband wanted to ask. 
You’ve been in bands for 31 years and so many 
people come and go from the scene and it seems 
like some people use the scene as a stepping stone. 
What do you think about that? 

D: Everyone is looking in this life for something and 
you’re not sure if you’re gonna find it. We were very 
lucky being in Austin TX when punk was just coming 
around and uh, so we knew what we kind of wanted. We 
wanted to be in a band before punk happened. I knew I 
wanted to spend part of my life with music. I was a song 
writer, Al was a jazz drummer and we’ve kind of known 
each other the longest in the band. We’re both from the 
North Shore Long Island, known each other since late 
teens. But you know as far as that question goes, just 
like I said, you know a lot of people are just searching 
for different things so its stepping stones on the way to 
life. Some people graduate and go beyond and never 
look back, other people come back, check in once every 
three months, every six months. I see people, you know 
people come out, “ I haven’t seen you in a year “. But 
I understand it. I’m not bitter about it. You know, I’m at 
a show here where 90% of the people are under 25, if 
not under 22, and I take my fans wherever they’ll come 
from. And if people are only into the scene for x amount 
of years and then they move on, who am I to say that 
they should be here. People need to do what they really 
need to do and I just hope they’re happy doing whatever 
that is. 


PE: Right. I mean everybody is searching too, if you 
think about it that way. Some people try it out and 
realize, hey this isn’t for me. 

D: It’s a stage in their life. It’ll be funny. Sometimes I’ll 
meet a fan who is like MDC’s super fan and you know 
four years ago or way back in the day and knows every 
song and I’ll see him a few years later and he totally 
doesn’t look like he knows, that he’s up on it anymore. 
It was just kind of a passageway for him. And they’ve 
moved on. And some people for different reasons do 
all kinds of things and I understand that totally. It just is 
and for myself personally I’m just very, very lucky that 
people are still interested in our music, you know. On 
the other hand, people that were in bands... if people 
weren’t interested in our band that much, like we got 
hire and there were five or ten people to see us, I don’t 
know how many years I’d be doing this. It’s not like I 
go home and listen to my mountain of punk rock re¬ 
cords. I’m at a stage in my life where I listen to my Bjork 
much more than I listen to MINOR THREAT, you know, 
or whatever. There’s still some punk rock bands that I 
really like though. 


listen to so much. My ears start to tinitus out on me you 
know? I get this ringing sensation and uh. 

PE: Do you wear ear plugs when you play? 

D: I have ear plugs, I don’t have the good kind though 
and I have had good kinds and I lose them, it’s really ter¬ 
rible. I have 'em on me. I try to use them. What I do is I 
put them on one side and then this ear starts going afritz 
then I take them out and put them on the other side. 
When you put these bad plugs in both ears, everything 
sounds like you’re under water. 

PE: How do you think the scene is different from 
when you started to today? 

D: I get that question a lot. I mean it was very fresh 
when it all started: ‘81, ‘82, ‘83. And you really felt the 
closeness of it. You know, it was so fresh. You’d be driv¬ 
ing through a town and see someone with a mohawk, 
you’d walk up to them and say, what’s going on man? 


that trade off. And even though taste enhancers might 
lead them to like it, they might understand that they 
didn’t like it on their own, they got taste enhanced into it. 


PE: The lineup that you have now...looking back, 
there’s been a lot of different people coming and 
going and you’ve had some deaths... 

D: Yes we have, we lost Mikie Donaldson and Franco 
Mares on Bass. Sad, sad. Life is fragile. Frankie just 
died in Mexico. His esophagus shut down on him. He 
didn’t have the right antibiotics. He was in a village 100 
miles north of Acapulco or something like that. Mikie 
Donaldson on the other hand had alcohol abuse is¬ 
sues mixed in with drug usage issues. He cleaned up a 
couple times and realized he didn’t like being clean. We 
went on tour to Europe and the last time he just stayed. 
He lived at the squat and drank everyone’s beer and got 
by like that for three or four years until he ...died high, 
let’s just leave it that way. 


you and support you get away from them. Sometimes 
you can’t do that if you are 16 years old and stuck in 
an environment where no one is loving and supportive. 
Try to make it through to a point where you are able to 
celebrate who you are and try and figure that out without 
getting all chemically abused. Because we have such a 
short time and when we spend time lost and with people 
who don’t love us, it leaves scars and just makes you 
feel melancholy. That’s the kind of thing I like to finish 
up. Be true. Be blue. Try and do the right thing as often 
as you can. Nobody is perfect. Try and be conscious of 
all this stuff, on whatever level. 


PE: In punk rock, that’s a message that doesn’t get 
around enough: take care of yourself, eat healthy, 
exercise, 

D: Yeah, I tell people floss... 

PE: Take a shower... 

D: Right. 
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FRONT and the CRO-MAGS along with local bands like 
MISERY, LIBIDO BOYS and DESTROY I think I was in 
ninth grade when the first issue of Profane Existence 
came out. I remember reading that and being amazed. I 
was like “this is happening right here”! It totally inspired 
me to want to start a band and get involved in activism 



of our records, interpret it as you will. However, I will 
say this... If we take all the money that our government 
is spending on the war effort and put that towards re¬ 
making Star Wars: Episode 1 (and every self-respecting 
Star Wars fan agrees that episode 1 blows). This world 
would be a much better place! 


And remember PE readers; ‘ dudes is a 


IN DEFENCE have become synonymous with 
killer hardcore punk in the Twin Cities (Min¬ 
neapolis + St. Paul) scene and always put 
on a great live show, infusing politics with 
a humorous approach. They have a number 
of records under their belts and tour like 
there’s no tomorrow. This interview was con¬ 
ducted by Jeremy before we had the bright 
idea of inviting them into the PE Records 
family. We’re very excited to be working with 
them in the future and I think this interview 
will show why... 


PE: Well let’s start with this. IN DEFENCE...Who’s 
who and what do you do? i.e. introduce your¬ 
selves... 

Ben Crew: I’m Ben Crew. I sing and let kids jump off my 
back at shows. 

Jimmy: I’m Jimmy. I play guitar and sometimes make 
vocal noises. 

Tony: My name is Ton. I play bass. 

Jeff: My name is Jeff and I play the drums. 

Tom: I’m Tom I play Guitar 


on a local level. Later on I started going to Anarchist 
Youth Federation meetings where we talked about how 
to organize against the Nazi skinheads. 

Jeff: I have been involved in the Minneapolis hardcore 
punk scene for years. Not as long as Ben Crew. That 
guy is old. 

Tony: I got into hardcore punk through a friend in 
high school. He would always be listening to the BAD 
BRAINS, MINOR THREAT, BLACK FLAG, that kind of 
stuff. We started going to all the big venue punk shows 
at the time. Towards the end of high school I started go¬ 
ing to shows at a house in Minneapolis called the Alamo 
a lot. I would go to pretty much any show I caught wind 
of at venues, basements, cafes, wherever. 

Jimmy: I attended my first DIY show when I was 16/17, so 
I’ve been involved with hardcore/punk about five years. 
Musically, as a band, our influences run a pretty wide 
spectrum. There’s a lot, both personally and collectively. 
Thrash metal, crust, old school HxC, hip-hop, whatever. 
In the van we might be listening to BENEATH THE 
REMAINS, then some- \ body a might put on Robert 
Johnson 
or John 


PE: When did IN DEFENCE get started and what 
brought you all together? 

Jeff: I’ll let Ben answer this one. 

Ben Crew: The force. It surrounds us. It 
binds us. It brings us together. That was 
a Star Wars reference. Sorry to geek out on you 
there. I started the band shortly after I turned 
31. Oddly enough we started by playing 
songs I wrote back when I was 13. 

Jimmy: 31... 13... oh., cosmic. Ha ha. 

Ben Crew: See, I was for real when I said 
it was the force that brought this band to 
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PE: How do you bridge the gap between politics 
and humor? 

Tony: Politics ARE a joke. 

Ben Crew: Yeah... I don’t really see much of a gap 
there. This country had a walking punch line for a presi¬ 
dent the last eight years. I mean George W. Bush was 
pretty much entirely a joke. Anything he said. Anything 
he did. Having him in office for two terms didn’t lend 
any credibility to the concept of presidency or the politi¬ 
cal system in which it exists. Presidents like that make 
it easy for comedians. . and punk bands. There was 
never any shortage of humorous anecdotes to laugh 
at or issues to rage about in songs or things to write 
about in zines like Profane Existence. For the first time 
after Reagan, punk started to get good again. It seemed 
like things were on an upswing. There were some really 
good punk bands and zines with a lot of good things to 
say. I’m totally afraid the punk scene will get lame again 
under Obama just like it did under Clinton. Actually, now 
that I think about it, why didn’t we fight to keep Bush on 
for another term? 

Jeff: The political system in America is so fucked up you 
have to have a sense of humor to be able to put up with 
it. It is great when bands take political stands, but I think 
it is important to have some point to make and not just 
be preachy. 

Tom: When people first hear IN DEFENCE sometimes 
they wonder if anything we do is serious, if we are just 
a joke band. We have asked the same questions our¬ 
selves, but I know there is a level of sarcasm and so¬ 
cial commentary to what we are doing that separates 
us from bands doing things for a shock value. We 
definitely want thing to be fun, and don’t want to scare 
people away with negativity. We try to reach out to a 
younger audience, and some of our songs are reactions 
to what’s going on now. The song “Call more Dudes” 
would make no sense in the 80’s before cell phones. 
Kids growing up today are surrounded with so much 
technology that seems unthinkable to us older folks, but 
to them that’s the way it’s always been, and I don’t think 
there is anything wrong with trying to keep up with that. 

I know when I write songs I try to invoke the feeling I 
had as a young kid going to shows the first time, the 
rush of a giant circle pit and excitement of be¬ 
ing a part of something different, even though 
now I’m definitely more jaded and critical 
of punk culture. Humor is a big part of 
our show and band, it’s a great way to 
break the ice and start more serious 
discussion without people feeling 
like they are being attacked or mak- 
them feel guilty. Who wants to go to 
a show and just stand around and 
be lectured to? 


PE: Do you feel that It’s impor¬ 
tant that bands take a stand on 
issues that the individual mem- 


think it matters what kind of band we play with. Person¬ 
ally I prefer to play with MOTLEY CRUE cover bands. 
Kickstart my Heart = core. 

Jeff: I think there is good music and good people in any 
genre, but we do gravitate towards bands that have a 
punk mindset. No matter what, we prefer to play with 

gender-neutral term. 

bands that like to have fun. 

Ben Crew: I’d like to think we’ve got a bit of a “cross¬ 
over” influence in our sound too but yeah that youth 
crew influence is definitely there. And I do a lot of fin¬ 
ger pointing when we play. But it has always been our 
goal to mix it up. When it comes to our music we feel 
it is what it is. People can take it or leave it.- We sound 
how we sound. Who cares. No matter how we sound 
it is important to cross those boundaries and do what 
we can to create unity in the scene. A lot of times that 
humorous element you mentioned helps us do that. We 
will often be that fast hardcore band that plays an other¬ 
wise all d-beat crust show and somehow it will work. In 
theory it sounds ridiculous but after you see it in action 
it makes sense. We just got off tour with the pop punk 
band OFF WITH THEIR HEADS. Sometimes people 
dig on that kind of punk diversity and sometimes people 
trip out because a lot of times people like to keep to 
their own little groups. Bands that play d-beat only play 
with other bands that play d-beat. Bands that play 77’ 
style punk only play with other 77’ style punk bands. 
Bands that play hardcore only play with other similar 
sounding hardcore bands and the list goes on and on. 
But I believe if you look at the big picture crusties and 
straightedge kids have more in common with each other 
than the society that they are both rebelling against. We 
have to stand together. Extreme Noise Records in Min¬ 
neapolis is a good example of that. Of course you can 
find all the STATE OF FEAR and AMEBIX records right 
along with the new DILLINGER FOUR record, the first 
YOUTH OF TODAY 12” and some NAPALM DEATH re¬ 
issues. Having a wide selection only makes good busi¬ 
ness sense for a record store. But if you take a look 
at the people who volunteer there you will also find a 
strong cross section of the local punk and hardcore 
kids working together, ordering records, starting bands, 
booking shows, making zines and doing what needs to 
be done to make the scene what it is. That’s the kind of 
attitude that has modeled In Defence. We’re not going 
to argue over which style of punk is best. We believe 
you should save the scene division for the important is¬ 
sues like fighting about tacos and pizza. 

Tom: Somewhere in the mid nineties in Minneapolis, 
pop punk/modern hardcore(which wasn’t called that 
at the time)/emo/crust bands played together a lot. 
It wasn’t uncommon to see STATE OF FEAR, MAN 
AFRAID, DILLINGER FOUR, THE SALTEENS, HAR¬ 
VEST or DISEMBODIED share slots of the same bill. IN 
DEFENCE started as a Twin Cities Hardcore band, and 
TC hardcore bands play with who they want, as long 
as the bands are committed to DIY, not racist/sexist/ho¬ 
mophobic. We don’t want to play shows with assholes, 
that’s for sure. I know we do want unity within our scene, 
not just hardcore kids getting along with hardcore kids 
etc., but amongst everyone. It may never happen, but 
we will always try to bring people together, no matter 
what patches they wear. 

PE: There is a great deal of audience interaction 





killer hardcore punk in the Twin Cities (Min¬ 
neapolis + St. Paul) scene and always put 
on a great live show, infusing politics with 
a humorous approach. They have a number 
of records under their belts and tour like 
there’s no tomorrow. This interview was con¬ 
ducted by Jeremy before we had the bright 
idea of inviting them into the PE Records 
family. We’re very excited to be working with 
them in the future and I think this interview 
will show why... 


PE: Well let’s start with this. IN DEFENCE...Who’s 
who and what do you do? i.e. introduce your¬ 
selves... 

Ben Crew: I’m Ben Crew. I sing and let kids jump off my 
back at shows. 

Jimmy: I’m Jimmy. I play guitar and sometimes make 
vocal noises. 

Tony: My name is Ton. I play bass. 

Jeff: My name is Jeff and I play the drums. 

Tom: I’m Tom I play Guitar 


PE: When did IN DEFENCE get started and what 
brought you all together? 

Jeff: I’ll let Ben answer this one. 

Ben Crew: The force. It surrounds us. It 
binds us. It brings us together. That was 
a Star Wars reference. Sorry to geek out on you 
there. I started the band shortly after I turned 
31. Oddly enough we started by playing 
songs I wrote back when I was 13. 

Jimmy: 31... 13... oh., cosmic. Ha ha. 

Ben Crew: See, I was for real when I said 
it was the force that brought this band to¬ 
gether. And although Jimmy is the newest 
member of this band he was in the mosh 
pit at our very first show. It all comes full 
circle. Anyways we started out writing 
very simple verse /chorus /verse /chorus, 
four chord he punk kind of stuff. It’s pro¬ 
gressed since then but I really wanted to 
play in a hardcore band that was straight¬ 
forward and anthemic and had songs that 
kids could shout along to and have a good 
time. IN DEFENCE has been active for about 
four and a half years now. We have released two 
LP’s and seven different 7” records so far. Most of 
our earlier records are out of print. We have toured 
the United States and thirteen countries in Europe. We 
tour so much that our line up has changed from time to 
time but we have always been fortunate to have solid 
dudes who contribute to the song writing process, the 
recordings, the shows and ad different elements to the 
life of the band. 

Tony: Before I joined the band I worked with our old 
guitar player Jason. We became good friends and they 
ended up bringing me on a tour with them selling merch. 
After that tour Paul (the first bass player) quit and Ben 
asked me to join. 

Tom: my first IN DEFENCE show was the first show of 
our first tour. It was crazy, kids were circle pitting, some¬ 
one brought a spring board and people were launching 
into the crowd, I had to play much of the set with my 
back to the audience because people kept running into 
my guitar. I knew right then that whatever this band was 
doing it was something special. In the last 2 years we 
have begun touring more extensively, covering Europe 
and most of the united states, this has caused a few 
member chanaes from DeoDle that couldn’t aet out of 


Lee Hooker or something. Try listen- ing to Bathory 
and Ice Cube or Public Enemy back to back. It’s fun. 
Tom: As a kid I listened to SUICIDAL TENDENCIES and 
the DEAD KENNEDYS, but I think it wasn’t until I got 
older around 16-17, and was able to go to shows that 
I realized that there were still bands making this kind 
of music. I grew up in a small town outside of the twin 
cities, where anyone who looked or acted differently 
was called a freak or a fag, and myself and my friends 
were pissed, and often threatened. We were singled out 
by the cops in town, and the lyrics of hardcore punk fit 
what we were dealing with at the time. Songs like “Vio¬ 
lent Redneck” by MDC and “Police Story” by BLACK 
FLAG could have been a page out of one the zines 


PE: Do you feel that it’s impor¬ 
tant that bands take a stand on 
issues that the individual mem¬ 
bers find important? 

Jimmy: I think it is extremely 
important for individuals to be 
social ly/poiitically conscious. 
Humor can be a great medium 
to spread a message, whether 
it be about how much tacos rule 
or the fact that over 50% of the 
federal budget goes towards 
the mititary/war spending while 
less than 1% is spent on social safety 
nets/welfare. One thing that I’ve noticed 
is that when bands play shows and they 
get “preachy”. 

Tony: People like to debate and argue and 
preach what they believe in. If everyone believed 
in the same things then there would be no debate. 

Jimmy: Sometimes I’m not sure if people are ac¬ 
tually registering what is said. They are hearing the 
words that the person on stage is saying, but they may 
not necessarily be LISTENING because it’s the same 
message that people hear over and over again and 
some may just shrug off. “War is bad”, etc. When Ben 
is saying something you know that people are listen¬ 
ing because people interact. I think a lot of that comes 
from the humor. Though we tell a lot of jokes on stage 
and don’t take ourselves too seriously, actually getting 
people to really listen is an important first step in raising 
awareness obviously. I think it’s more important that in¬ 
dividuals walk the walk, rather than just taking a passive 
stand on something that they supposedly care about. 


PE: What’s the deal with Tacos vs. Pizza? can’t 


Youth Federation meetings where we talked about how 
to organize against the Nazi skinheads. 

Jeff: I have been involved in the Minneapolis hardcore 
punk scene for years. Not as long as Ben Crew. That 
guy is old. 

Tony: I got into hardcore punk through a friend in 
high school. He would always be listening to the BAD 
BRAINS, MINOR THREAT, BLACK FLAG, that kind of 
stuff. We started going to all the big venue punk shows 
at the time. Towards the end of high school I started go¬ 
ing to shows at a house in Minneapolis called the Alamo 
a lot. I would go to pretty much any show I caught wind 
of at venues, basements, cafes, wherever. 

Jimmy: I attended my first DIY show when I was 16/17, so 
I’ve been involved with hardcore/punk about five years. 
Musically, as a band, our influences run a pretty wide 
spectrum. There’s a lot, both personally and collectively. 
Thrash metal, crust, old school HxC, hip-hop, whatever. 
In the van we might be listening to BENEATH THE 
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mat i minx sdout it, wny aian t we ngnr to Keep Busn on 
for another term? 

Jeff: The political system in America is so fucked up you 
have to have a sense of humor to be able to put up with 
it. It is great when bands take political stands, but I think 
it is important to have some point to make and not just 
be preachy. 

Tom: When people first hear IN DEFENCE sometimes 
they wonder if anything we do is serious, if we are just 
a joke band. We have asked the same questions our¬ 
selves, but I know there is a level of sarcasm and so¬ 
cial commentary to what we are doing that separates 
us from bands doing things for a shock value. We 
definitely want thing to be fun, and don’t want to scare 
people away with negativity. We try to reach out to a 
younger audience, and some of our songs are reactions 
to what’s going on now. The song “Call more Dudes” 
would make no sense in the 80’s before cell phones. 
Kids growing up today are surrounded with so much 
technology that seems unthinkable to us older folks, but 
to them that’s the way it’s always been, and I don’t think 
there is anything wrong with trying to keep up with that. 

I know when I write songs I try to invoke the feeling I 
had as a young kid going to shows the first time, the 
rush of a giant circle pit and excitement of be¬ 
ing a part of something different, even though 
now I’m definitely more jaded and critical 
of punk culture. Humor is a big part of 
our show and band, it’s a great way to 
break the ice and start more serious 
discussion without people feeling 
like they are being attacked or mak¬ 
ing them feel guilty. Who wants to go to 
a show and just stand around and 
be lectured to? 
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Bands that play hardcore only play with other similar 
sounding hardcore bands and the list goes on and on. 
But I believe if you look at the big picture crushes and 
straightedge kids have more in common with each other 
than the society that they are both rebelling against. We 
have to stand together. Extreme Noise Records in Min¬ 
neapolis is a good example of that. Of course you can 
find all the STATE OF FEAR and AMEBIX records right 
along with the new DILLINGER FOUR record, the first 
YOUTH OF TODAY 12” and some NAPALM DEATH re¬ 
issues. Having a wide selection only makes good busi¬ 
ness sense for a record store. But if you take a look 
at the people who volunteer there you will also find a 
strong cross section of the local punk and hardcore 
kids working together, ordering records, starting bands, 
booking shows, making zines and doing what needs to 
be done to make the scene what it is. That’s the kind,of 
attitude that has modeled In Defence. We’re not going 
to argue over which style of punk is best. We believe 
you should save the scene division for the important is¬ 
sues like fighting about tacos and pizza. 

Tom: Somewhere in the mid nineties in Minneapolis, 
pop punk/modern hardcore(which wasn’t called that 
at the time)/emo/crust bands played together a lot. 
It wasn’t uncommon to see STATE OF FEAR, MAN 
AFRAID, DILLINGER FOUR, THE SALTEENS, HAR¬ 
VEST or DISEMBODIED share slots of the same bill. IN 
DEFENCE started as a Twin Cities Hardcore band, and 
TC hardcore bands play with who they want, as long 
as the bands are committed to DIY, not racist/sexist/ho¬ 
mophobic. We don’t want to play shows with assholes, 
that’s for sure. I know we do want unity within our scene, 
not just hardcore kids getting along with hardcore kids 
etc., but amongst everyone. It may never happen, but 
we will always try to bring people together, no matter 
what patches they wear. 

PE: There is a great deal of audience interaction 
at your shows, getting the kids involved and inspir¬ 
ing the pit to move clockwise or counter clockwise 
depending on where the show is taking place, trivia 
contests etc. Do you feel that punk shows should 
be a greater experience than simply watching some 
folks play their instruments quickly? 

Tony: I feel like shows are a place to go and be enter¬ 
tained and have fun and get involved. Otherwise you 
might as well stay home and watch tv. When we go and 
play shows we want to have a good time regardless of 
who’s there and where the show is. 

Jeff: With IN DEFENCE I think it is integral to have our 
shows be a greater experience than just watching dudes 
play their instruments. I think it helps people get who we 
are and what we are about. People get too wrapped up 
in the crap of their lives that sometimes a few jokes and 
the occasional food fight is what they need to remind 
them of how much fun life can be if you just dont take 
things too seriously. 

Ben Crew: What is the difference between going to see 
a band play live and watching a video of a band playing 
live? It’s the interaction you have between the band and 
the audience. For me that is a crucial part of the live 
show experience. We played a show in Portland where 
I gave the audience a chance to get up on stage one 
by one and punch me in the gut until I threw up. And 
for some reason that show was a lot of fun for me. You 
can watch that on youTube (I think) but if you weren’t 
there you couldn’t have been the one hitting me in the 
stomach. If you weren’t at the show at the Nickel Arcade 
in San Jose you couldn’t have been that kid who took 
a running start and did a stage dive by jumping off of 
my back. If you weren’t at the show at the China Town 
Youth Center you couldn’t have been the kids in the gi- 






gether. And although Jimmy is the newest 
member of this band he was in the mosh 
pit at our very first show. It all comes full 
circle. Anyways we started out writing 
very simple verse /chorus /verse /chorus, 
four chord he punk kind of stuff. It’s pro¬ 
gressed since then but I really wanted to 
play in a hardcore band that was straight¬ 
forward and anthemic and had songs that 
kids could shout along to and have a good 
time. IN DEFENCE has been active for about 
four and a half years now. We have released two 
LP’s and seven different 7” records so far. Most of 
our earlier records are out of print. We have toured 
the United States and thirteen countries in Europe. We 
tour so much that our line up has changed from time to 
time but we have always been fortunate to have solid 
dudes who contribute to the song writing process, the 
recordings, the shows and ad different elements to the 
life of the band. 

Tony: Before I joined the band I worked with our old 
guitar player Jason. We became good friends and they 
ended up bringing me on a tour with them selling merch. 
After that tour Paul (the first bass player) quit and Ben 
asked me to join. 

Tom: my first IN DEFENCE show was the first show of 
our first tour. It was crazy, kids were circle pitting, some¬ 
one brought a spring board and people were launching 
into the crowd, I had to play much of the set with my 
back to the audience because people kept running into 
my guitar. I knew right then that whatever this band was 
doing it was something special. In the last 2 years we 
have begun touring more extensively, covering Europe 
and most of the united states, this has caused a few 
member changes from people that couldn’t get out of 
work or just weren’t into spending that much time away 
from home, relationships, etc. I don’t think there are any 
hard feelings and the line-up of people we have now 
should be solid for a long while. Some of the past mem¬ 
bers of IN DEFENCE play in the band THRASH COM¬ 
PACTOR, a great D-beat styled band! 

PE: How long have the members been involved in 
hardcore punk and what are your influences? 

Ben Crew. I have been into hardcore punk since the 
late 80’s. Prior to getting into punk I was very into 
metal... SLAYER, NUCLEAR ASSAULT, METALLICA. 
We called ourselves headbangers back then. Half way 
through my eighth grade year I got busted for partak¬ 
ing in illegal substances on school grounds and was 
required to attend a group for substance abuse. As 
part of my punishment/rehabilitation I had to contact a 
speaker to come talk to our school about drug aware¬ 
ness. One of the speakers happened to sing for a local 
Minneapolis hardcore band called BLIND APPROACH. 
Along with turning me on to the idea of straightedge he 
turned me onto the hardcore punk scene, which until 
that point in time I had no idea even existed. I thought 
all the bands came from California or New York and had 
huge labels behind them and were these mythological 
beings, like movie stars. I didn’t realize there was an 
underground scene made up of real people that oper¬ 
ated on a D.I.Y. level and did real things. He turned 
me on to bands like YOUTH OF TODAY, AGNOSTIC 


Lee Hooker or something. Try listen- ing to Bathory 
and Ice Cube or Public Enemy back to back. It’s fun. 
Tom: As a kid I listened to SUICIDAL TENDENCIES and 
the DEAD KENNEDYS, but I think it wasn’t until I got 
older around 16-17, and was able to go to shows that 
I realized that there were still bands making this kind 
of music. I grew up in a small town outside of the twin 
cities, where anyone who looked or acted differently 
was called a freak or a fag, and myself and my friends 
were pissed, and often threatened. We were singled out 
by the cops in town, and the lyrics of hardcore punk fit 
what we were dealing with at the time. Songs like “Vio¬ 
lent Redneck” by MDC and “Police Story” by BLACK 
FLAG could have been a page out of one the zines 
we were writing at the time. We started making trips to 
Extreme Noise and Minneapolis bands like CODE 13, 
ASSRASH, and THE MURDERERS started working 
their way into the old school and pop punk bands we 
had access to at the time. At a certain point we started 
charging mohawks with pride and there were literal IQ- 
20 person brawls between us and football players and 
who ever else fucked with us. Punk made us realize that 
we could empower ourselves, and that lesson has and 
will follow me through my whole life. 


PE: You bring a lot of fun to your music and at the 
same time IN DEFENCE tends to bring a sense of 
social responsibility. 

Ben Crew: I believe music should be fun. You should 
enjoy listening to it. You should enjoy playing it. At the 
same time music can be a great tool for the enhance¬ 
ment of social and political awareness. I think it was 
either Mary Poppins or Jello Biafra who said “a spoon 
full of sugar helps the medicine go down”. So when IN 
DEFENCE wrote our anti-war protest song we called it 
No War... But Star Wars. And as much as it bothers the 
shit out of me to watch them dropping bombs on cities in 
the Middle East; it was pretty fucking cool watching the 
Death Star blow up Princess Leia’s entire home planet 
in Star Wars: Episode 4 - A New Hope. I’m not really 
sure what kind of message that sends but it’s on one 
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bers find important? 

Jimmy: I think it is extremely 
important for individuals to be 
socially/politically conscious. 
Humor can be a great medium 
to spread a message, whether 
it be about bow much tacos rule 
or the fact that over 50% of the 
federal budget goes towards 
the military/war spending while 
less than 1 % is spent on social safety 
nets/welfare. One thing that I’ve noticed 
is that when bands play shows and they 
get “preachy”. 

Tony: People like to debate and argue and 
preach what they believe in. If everyone believed 
in the same things then there would be no debate 
Jimmy: Sometimes I’m not sure if people are ac¬ 
tually registering what is said. They are hearing the 
words that the person on stage is saying, but they may 
not necessarily be LISTENING because it’s the same 
message that people hear over and over again and 
some may just shrug off. “War is bad”, etc. When Ben 
is saying something you know that people are listen¬ 
ing because people interact. I think a lot of that comes 
from the humor. Though we tell a lot of jokes on stage 
and don’t take ourselves too seriously, actually getting 
people to really listen is an important first step in raising 
awareness obviously. I think it’s more important that in¬ 
dividuals walk the walk, rather than just taking a passive 
stand on something that they supposedly care about. 


PE: What’s the deal with Tacos vs. Pizza? can’t 
punks like both? 

Jeff: Tacos are the superior party food to pizza. The evil 
corporate machine is corrupting our youth by training 
them at a young age to like pizza. We need to break the 
cycle. Up the Taco. Down with Pizza. Oh, and taco pizza 
is bullshit. It is only eaten by people with no integrity. 
Tom: No, they can’t, taco’s rule, pizza sucks, end of 
story. Fuck Party By The Slice. 

Jimmy: Punks IS guacamole. 

Ben Crew: We wrote a song against racism. No one 
blinked. We wrote a song against sexism. No one 
cared. We wrote a song against homophobia. It was old 
news. But when we wrote a song against pizza every¬ 
one was up in arms! 

Tony: I can’t believe we got people to argue about such 
a stupid topic. That’s the joke l guess 

PE: IN DEFENCE definately has a youth crew influ¬ 
ence but you’ve played shows with crusty, d-beat 
bands as well as HxC bands and other genres of 
punk and hip hop, do you have a preference? Or is 
there a more deliberate effort within the band to at¬ 
tain some sort of cohesive unity within the greater 
punk community? 

Tony: We don’t delegate our shows to certain sub 
genres or anything. We are all into different things. Plus 
it’s more fun playing with different types of bands. 
Jimmy: The more people having fun together, the better. 
As long as the dudes involved are legit, I don’t realty 
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at your shows, getting the kids involved and inspir¬ 
ing the pit to move clockwise or counter clockwise 
depending on where the show is taking place, trivia 
contests etc. Do you feel that punk shows should 
be a greater experience than simply watching some 
folks play their instruments quickly? 

Tony: I feel like shows are a place to go and be enter¬ 
tained and have fun and get involved. Otherwise you 
might as well stay home and watch tv. When we go and 
play shows we want to have a good time regardless of 
who’s there and where the show is. 

Jeff: With IN DEFENCE I think it is integral to have our 
shows be a greater experience than just watching dudes 
play their instruments. I think it helps people get who we 
are and what we are about. People get too wrapped up 
in the crap of their lives that sometimes a few jokes and 
the occasional food fight is what they need to remind 
them of how much fun life can be if you just dont take 
things too seriously. 

Ben Crew: What is the difference between going to see 
a band play live and watching a video of a band playing 
live? ft’s the interaction you have between the band and 
the audience. For me that is a crucial part of the live 
show experience. We played a show in Portland where 
I gave the audience a chance to get up on stage one 
by one and punch me in the gut until I threw up. And 
for some reason that show was a lot of fun for me. You 
can watch that on youTube (I think) but if you weren’t 
there you couldn’t have been the one hitting me in the 
stomach. If you weren’t at the show at the Nickel Arcade 
in San Jose you couldn’t have been that kid who took 
a running start and did a stage dive by jumping off of 
my back. If you weren’t at the show at the China Town 
Youth Center you couldn’t have been the kids in the gi¬ 
ant popcorn filled rriosh pit. If you weren’t at the show 
in Spokane you couldn’t have participated in the pillow 
fight of death. You couldn’t be the one heckling us from 
the back of the room. You couldn’t be the one up front 
singing along. You couldn’t be the one debating with us 
about what food is better: taco’s or pizza. You can’t get 
that part of the experience from just listening to a record 
or watching a video. That’s why we continue to play live 
shows. That’s why we continue to tour. That’s why we 
enjoy what we do. 

Tom: Punk is about breaking the separation of the band 
and the crowd, the fourth wall as they say in the theatre. 
When you play in a punk band the rules of rock and 
roll don’t apply, so you can do what you want. Have a 
dodge ball match, throw boom boxes out for people to 
smash, start food fights, whatever. Punk is really ener¬ 
getic music, if people just stand there while they make it 
something seems wrong about that. 

Jimmy: it depends on the person really, and how the 
individual chooses to enjoy a show. Punk shows de¬ 
pend on a certain kind of energy Some people like to 
mosh hard and some people just like to stand and enjoy 
the sounds Some people also like to just show up and 
be seen I suppose, though those people are generally 
lame. As long as the energy in the room is right, there 
is room for whatever. I will say that for me I know it is a 
good show when I am in constant threat of bodily harm 
from the audience getting rowdy and interacting with us. 
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As long as the people attending the show are having fun 
and don’t get hurt, I could care less about our personal 
safety while playing. If we walk away bloody with some 
cuts and bruises, awesome! 

PE: What inspires IN DEFENCE and who are you 
wearing? 

Jeff: TACOS inspire. 

Jimmy: Awesome vegan meals are definitely a good 
source of inspiration. 

Tony: Ben Crew. 

Ben Crew: What inspires “Who” we are wearing? Did I 
hear that right? Is that like a fashion question? Like what 
high end fashion designer does our clothes? 

Tom: I think right now, what is inspiring me is how bad 
popular music and a new wave of hair metal, but not 
glam, emo swoop haircuts and stupid colorful shirts 
made on a computer. Punk had been so co-opted it’s 
crazy, and none of these bands have any respect for all 
the underground bands they have ripped off. To me, it’s 
a safe version of real life, it’s fake, and is marketed to 
kids with money to spend on all the bullshit merch. It’s 
hatred of these bands that makes me want to get IN DE¬ 
FENCE out to every kid, so at least they have a choice. 
Jeff: I am wearing an INSTANT ASSHOLE shirt. They 
are a bunch of awesome dudes. 

Ben Crew: And remember PE readers; “dudes” is a 
gender-neutral term. 

PE: Who are the bands you are listening to now, 
that is what are the newer bands that are going that 
you might recommend to PE readers? 

Tony: ANS, RAMMING SPEED, DIOS MIO, CROSS 
EXAMINATION, LORD GREEN, DEEP SHIT, LIMP 
WRIST, BLACK MARKET FETUS, BLACK BREATH, 
ANNALISE/FUZZ KILL. I’ll just stop there...PENTA¬ 
GRAM. 

Jimmy: AGRIMONIA is a band that I am digging a lot 
right now. Super heavy and super dark. Just plain awe¬ 
some. 

Ben Crew: WARTORN = Wisconsin crust assault! 
VOETSEK rips it up! DISASTER STRIKES, very politi¬ 
cally minded he. FIX MY HEAD = rad, DIOS MIO = rad, 
GET RAD = rad... INSTANT ASSHOLE, ANS, CROSS 
EXAMINATION. And of course all the bands we’ve done 
splits with: BLACK MARKET FETUS from Iowa, PARTY 
BY THE SLICE in Milwaukee, MOTHER SPEED of 
California, BIRDS OF A FEATHER in Amsterdam. And 
SS20 from Germany who took us out on tour! They rule. 
Check em out! 

Tom: Some of the bands we have played with that are 
awesome: SISTA SEKUNDIN from Sweden, such a 
good band and great guys, and they work really hard 
to keep hardcore real in their town of Malmo. SS20 


AGRIMONIA H ost of the Winged CD 

■ | Host of the Winged (also to be a 

I double LP) is the highly antici- 
' 1 pated full-length album by Go- 
I thenberg, Sweden’s AGRIMO- 
P1 3B NIA. The album begins with 
ll9| somber, dissonant keyboards. 
I It’s bleak, it’s down tempo, and 
I in an intentional, pretty way, a 
H tiny bit off key... In my mind, as 
the intro begins, Sweden’s grey skies loom thick over 
peaked roofs and twisted rail lines, and I walk in endless 
circles through a cold October. The drums and guitar ap¬ 
pear, with thick, doomy drumbeats and melodic overtones. 

I can feel the cold wind of the Gothenburg air on my face 
and through my sweatshirt. The guitar sings a somber 
wailing interlude to what will be over an hour of crushing 
black metal, complete with heavy elements of crust punk, 
doomy breakdowns, and melodic twists. The screaming 
vocals attack at times with brutal force, just as the melodic 
singing haunts the background. Epic, despondent dark lyr¬ 
ics intertwine with impeccably executed build ups and 
break downs. Elements of such bands like EMBERS or 
LUDICRA ring in, as well as the classic sound of crusty 
metal from Sweden. I haven’t been to Gothenberg, since 
the fall of 2003. In the hour plus of this album, I remember 
it’s gloomy beauty like the music in Host of the Winged- 
bleak, solid, full of depth and things I cannot yet fully com¬ 
prehend. Excellent. (Maygun) 

Profane Existence / PO Box 18051 / Minneapolis, MN 55418 II 

www.profaneexistence.com 

LP on Skuld Releases II www.skuldreleases.de 

APPALACHIAN TERROR UNIT - 
It’s Far From Fucking Over CD 

Most punks probably didn’t know 
West Virginia even 
existed until ATU came along, but 
they’ve been out there working 
hard to put WV on the map, and 
giving the system a good kick in 
the balls for a long time now. What 
we have here is a discography 
CD of all their recorded material to 
date. The first 4 tracks are from the debut 7” Armageddon 
Won’t Be Brought By Gods. .. so if you missed out on this re¬ 
cord while it was still in print, here’s your chance to pick it up. 
After that is the entire Greenwashing LR In case that alone isn’t 
enough, the final track is an unreleased cover of “Faith” by FI¬ 
NALE WARNING. If you haven’t heard ATU before, there 
sound is hard to nail down, its ripping, energetic, metallic anar- 
cho-crust punk they could be compared musically to bands 
like NAUSEA, ANITPRODUCT, and CONTRAVENE. It’s fast 
paced with metallic riffs, but not like an 80’s crust band, they 
have catchy hooks that at times make you want to pound your 
fist, and then other times you want to jump up and pogo! They 
bring politics back to the forefront in a way that not enough 
bands do these days, with songs full of well intelligent lyrics 
about things like mountain top removal, mankind exploiting the 
earth and it’s resources, kicking nazis out of your town, the 
sham of the election process, the evils of coal, corporate green¬ 
washing, legalizing marijuana, and healthcare, just to name a 
few. The CD is nicely done, with a thick booklet containing full 
color artwork from both records, all the lyrics and explanations, 




We don’t have enough space 
to review everything. Repeat: 
We don’t have enough space to 
review everything. 


and almost tribal in nature. The Baron’s vocals are still 
distinctive but more controlled and the punchy bass tone 
on this recording is pronounced and up front. Stig fills the 
atmosphere with his guitar while leading the charge. The 
first track Arise feels more precise and has more impact 
than the original recording. Winter almost sounds like a 
completely new song with a more pronounced guitar in 
the mix. I’m assuming that there is more guitar tracks add 
texture too. Chain Reaction has gone the epic route. It 
seems like they slowed down the song a bit. Adding key¬ 
boards, intricate guitar licks, and a different vocal delivery 
upgrades the original. I am looking forward to their new 
recorded output in the next coming years. (Donofthedead) 
Profane Existence / P.O. Box 18051 Minneapolis, MN 55418 II 
www.profaneexistence.org 


ANTHRAX One Last Drop / Welcome CD single 

For those of you who are familiar 
with this band, you know this is a 
vital investment. If you’re not fa¬ 
miliar with the U.K.’s ANTHRAX... 
this is still a vital investment. 
Starting in 1980 as one of the top 
anarcho-punk outfits, ANTHRAX 
hit the DIY circuit with sheer in¬ 
tensity and straight up intellect. 

Fast forward to present day and ANTHRAX hits the 
studio once again for a 2 song single that I would label 
as “a mandatory investment”. Being a part of the CRASS 
label back in the day, you know what you’re getting here. 
The titled song “One last drop” is very reminiscent to their 
classic sound of the 80’s, but with slightly better produc¬ 
tion. Needless to say, they are very much on track po¬ 
litically and emotionally and give that tingle up the spine 
with their hooks and vocal patterns. If the foundation of 

anarcho-punk is your cup of tea, get this.NOW! (Leffer) 

www.anthraxukofficial.com 



ANTHRAX - One Last Drop LP 

Don’t get confused. Same band, same title, different for¬ 
mat and track list. This record highlights anarcho-punk 
and is the epitome of the genre. This band is impor¬ 
tant... very important. This is not your typical 3 line, four 
chord 80’s punk band. ANTHRAX are a “punk band” in 
it’s true meaning. This compilation of their earlier work 
expands from demo’s and studio releases to straight up 
live gigs. The song “Violence is violence” is amazing on 
its own, in the fact the the band tells a story, nothing 
fictional here, but the reality of our world and how it’s 
perceived from their eyes. This band has always been 
an asset to our movement and thankfully, they continue 
to be part of it. This is the classic ANTHRAX from the 
80’s, but the message and movement still stand just as 
strong today. For the true, heart-felt and dedicated punk 
out there, this is a manifesto to your collection. (Leffer) 
www.anthraxukofficial.com 

BLACK TUSK - Taste the Sin CD 

“Swamp Metal” is a term that 
has been coined for this 
Savannah trio. A densely thick 
and humid sound does this term 
much justice. A shadowed, rep¬ 
tilian environ also serves as a 



stay here a while. Stockholm Syndrome? Nahh... Swamp 
Syndrome! (Hatchet) 

Relapse Records 


CLUSTERFUX - Problem, Reaction, Solution CD 

The longest-running punk band 
from Denver, the thrashers 
known as CLUSTERFUX re- 
i j turn with a new full-length CD 

k ill JJiHWLLd on t(-, e j r oyyn label, Less Art Re¬ 

cords. I grew up watching this 
band slay Colorado punks with 
their brand of manic thrash and 
hardcore, and it’s awesome to 
see them still active and raging as ever. While they have 
undergone many lineup changes over the past 15 years, 
this new incarnation is darker and a little more complex 
than earlier material. Twelve tracks of ripping crust punk 
with a heavy thrash/crossover influence, Problem, Reac¬ 
tion, Solution picks up nicely where their previous releases 
on Rodent Popsicle and various split 7”s left off. Fans of 
D.R.I. and mid-career CORROSION OF CONFORMITY 



will find a heavy dose of palm muting and breakdowns on 
this disc. Added bonuses were an unexpected acoustic 
interlude on the title track, as well as DEAD SILENCE and 
AMEBIX covers! (Rob Hanna) 

Less Art Records II www.myspace.com/lessart 


CONTAGIUM - Archaic LP 

Stating the obvious and name 
dropping some clear influence; 
AMEBIX, DEVIATED INSTINCT, 
AXEGRINDER... etc. would be 
easy so I’ll dig a little deeper and 
attempt to explain why this album 
is essentially brutal. Dim, soul de¬ 
stroying, and heavy, this demol¬ 
ishing gem of crust radiates dark¬ 
ness. You can feel this noise ripping apart your insides. Nine 
songs. Noisy, raw, bulldozing, mid paced crust with blasts of 
thrash entwined. Heavy guitars, haunting reverb with satu¬ 
rated vocals and blasting drums. Ugh, so good. 

The packaging is basic yet excellent. Black on white 
scratchy hand drawn art marks a distinct style. The artwork 
of this album, as well as all other art for this band is done by 
their own guitar player Adam, who is also active in creating 
raw art for other bands as well. Complete with a poster, one 
side with morbid hand drawn lyrics, the other with a reaper 
unchained with sword in hand. 

This is a limited pressing of 500 on splatter vinyl, 
available through multiple distros. I’ve gotten to catch this 
band live all three US tours they’ve ventured on, they de¬ 
stroy every time. To catch them live is barbarous and in¬ 
tense, only to match the mood their album creates! This 
active band from Halifax, Nova Scotia , Canada is one to 
get into, (mandapocalypse) 

The Total End II totalendrecords@Yahoo.com 



CROSS STITCHED EYES - II CD 

Honestly, I wasn’t expecting to 
like CROSS STITCHED 
EYES as much as I did. This 
CD brings back a lot of memo¬ 
ries of the bands I got into 
while first discovering the ev- 
er-elusive genre known as 
“anarcho punk.” I would go so 
far as to say that this band 
could fit in easily on any of the old Mortarhate compila- 























glam, emo swoop haircuts and stupid colorful shirts 
made on a computer. Punk had been so co-opted it’s 
crazy, and none of these bands have any respect for all 
the underground bands they have ripped off. To me, it’s 
a safe version of real life, it’s fake, and is marketed to 
kids with money to spend on all the bullshit merch. It’s 
hatred of these bands that makes me want to get IN DE¬ 
FENCE out to every kid, so at least they have a choice. 
Jeff: I am wearing an INSTANT ASSHOLE shirt. They 
are a bunch of awesome dudes. 

Ben Crew: And remember PE readers; “dudes” is a 
gender-neutral term. 

PE: Who are the bands you are listening to now, 
that is what are the newer bands that are going that 
you might recommend to PE readers? 

Tony: ANS, RAMMING SPEED, DIOS MIO, CROSS 
EXAMINATION, LORD GREEN, DEEP SHIT, LIMP 
WRIST, BLACK MARKET FETUS, BLACK BREATH, 
ANNALISE/FUZZ KILL. I’ll just stop there...PENTA¬ 
GRAM. 

Jimmy: AGRIMONIA is a band that I am digging a lot 
right now. Super heavy and super dark. Just plain awe¬ 
some. 

Ben Crew: WARTORN = Wisconsin crust assault! 
VOETSEK rips it up! DISASTER STRIKES, very politi¬ 
cally minded he. FIX MY HEAD = rad, DIOS MIO = rad, 
GET RAD = rad... INSTANT ASSHOLE, ANS, CROSS 
EXAMINATION. And of course all the bands we’ve done 
splits with: BLACK MARKET FETUS from Iowa, PARTY 
BY THE SLICE in Milwaukee, MOTHER SPEED of 
California, BIRDS OF A FEATHER in Amsterdam. And 
SS20 from Germany who took us out on tour! They rule. 
Check em out! 

Tom: Some of the bands we have played with that are 
awesome: SISTA SEKUNDIN from Sweden, such a 
good band and great guys, and they work really hard 
to keep hardcore real in their town of Malmo. SS20 
from Germany, they helped us a lot with our euro tour 
and they help run a youth center in Riesa, Germany. 
Their new 7” rips. DISASTER STRIKES and RAMMING 
SPEED from Boston have been great mates of ours, 
also A.N.S. from Texas. DIOS MIO are great and dump¬ 
ster diving professionals. Fix my head were such great 
guys and an awesome band. They hooked it up in the 
bay. Jeremy, I’m running out of gas, rewrite this however 
you want. 

Jeff: FIX MY HEAD, THE MUZZLER, ANS, PROS¬ 
THETICS, DIOS MIO, ASSHOLE PARADE, GHOUL. 
Ben Crew: If you are into thrash metal Jimmy, our gui¬ 
tarist, is also in a really rad band called TERRORDAC- 
TYLS. They are a lot of fun. If you are into doom Jeff 
also plays in a band called LUNGS. 

PE: Are there any parting shots? Words of advice? 
ot is there something you’d like to share with our 
fair readers? 

Jimmy: Eat your veggies and keep it real. Holla! 

Tom: When on tour, bring toilet paper, you never have it 
when you need it most. 

Also, check this out http://vvoice.vo.llnwd.net/ 
e6/5093125.0.mp3 bastard noise canceled a show at 
the Blastomat in Denver and this is their message. Fuck 
those guys. We have played their twice and that place 
rules. Thanks for the interview, glad PE is going again, 
keep it strong! 

Tony: Grow and cook your own food. 

Jeff: Go to more shows and have more fun. Get young¬ 
er people involved. I can’t stand going to shows where 
there is a great divide between the all ages and the 21 + 
crowd. What a bunch of crap. Show the kids what’s up 
so they will grow up to be awesome dudes and not just 
a bunch of assholes 


it’s gloomy beauty like the music in Host of the Winged- 
bleak, solid, full of depth and things I cannot yet fully com¬ 
prehend. Excellent. (Maygun) 

Profane Existence / PO Box 18051 / Minneapolis, MN 55418 II 

www.profaneexistence.com 
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APPALACHIAN TERROR UNIT - 


It’s Far From Fucking Over CD 



Most punks probably didn’t know 
West Virginia even 
existed until ATU came along, but 
they’ve been out there working 
hard to put WV on the map, and 
giving the system a good kick in 
the balls for a long time now. What 
we have here is a discography 
CD of all their recorded material to 


date. The first 4 tracks are from the debut 7” Armageddon 
Won’t Be Brought By Gods ... so if you missed out on this re¬ 
cord while it was still in print, here’s your chance to pick it up. 
After that is the entire Greenwashing LP. In case that alone isn’t 
enough, the final track is an unreleased cover of “Faith” by FI¬ 
NALE WARNING. If you haven’t heard ATU before, there 
sound is hard to nail down, its ripping, energetic, metallic anar- 
cho-crust punk they could be compared musically to bands 
like NAUSEA, ANITPRODUCT, and CONTRAVENE. It’s fast 
paced with metallic riffs, but not like an 80’s crust band, they 
have catchy hooks that at times make you want to pound your 
fist, and then other times you want to jump up and pogo! They 
bring politics back to the forefront in a way that not enough 
bands do these days, with songs full of well intelligent lyrics 
about things like mountain top removal, mankind exploiting the 
earth and it’s resources, kicking nazis out of your town, the 
sham of the election process, the evils of coal, corporate green¬ 
washing, legalizing marijuana, and healthcare, just to name a 
few. The CD is nicely done, with a thick booklet containing full 
color artwork from both records, all the lyrics and explanations, 
and a sticker. This is a killer CD from a killer band, and look 
forward to more from them in the future! - (righteous) 

Profane Existence / P.O. Box 18051 Minneapolis, MN 55418 II 
www.profaneexistence.ora 


AMEBIX Redux CD 

A band that pioneered a genre, 
there should be no need for 
introduction to the readership 
of this magazine. Personal his¬ 
tory, Arise was a favorite of 
mine during the mid 80’s. I 
wasn’t too fond of Monolith 
when it came out. I let it fester 
in my collection for a decade 
before I gave it another listen. Now it is my favorite. I had 
anticipation for this release to hear the re-workings of 
three songs from their catalog with new and modern re¬ 
cording techniques. The difference is major. With the ad¬ 
dition of Roy Mayorga on drums, the drumming is precise 



i-asi rorwara to present aay ana an i i-ikaa nns tne 
studio once again for a 2 song single that I would label 
as “a mandatory investment”. Being a part of the CRASS 
label back in the day, you know what you’re getting here. 
The titled song “One last drop” is very reminiscent to their 
classic sound of the 80’s, but with slightly better produc¬ 
tion. Needless to say, they are very much on track po¬ 
litically and emotionally and give that tingle up the spine 
with their hooks and vocal patterns. If the foundation of 

anarcho-punk is your cup of tea, get this.NOW! (Leffer) 

wymanthjamK^LcMcom 


ANTHRAX - One Last Drop LP 

Don’t get confused. Same band, same title, different for¬ 
mat and track list. This record highlights anarcho-punk 
and is the epitome of the genre. This band is impor¬ 
tant... very important. This is not your typical 3 line, four 
chord 80’s punk band. ANTHRAX are a “punk band” in 
it’s true meaning. This compilation of their earlier work 
expands from demo’s and studio releases to straight up 
live gigs. The song “Violence is violence” is amazing on 
its own, in the fact the the band tells a story, nothing 
fictional here, but the reality of our world and how it’s 
perceived from their eyes. This band has always been 
an asset to our movement and thankfully, they continue 
to be part of it. This is the classic ANTHRAX from the 
80’s, but the message and movement still stand just as 
strong today. For the true, heart-felt and dedicated punk 
out there, this is a manifesto to your collection. (Leffer) 

wyyWranthraxtik9ffigigl.com 

BLACK TUSK - Taste the Sin CD 

“Swamp Metal” is a term that 
has been coined for this 
Savannah trio. A densely thick 
and humid sound does this term 
much justice. A shadowed, rep¬ 
tilian environ also serves as a 
fitting mental image put upon 
the recipient of this packed ten 
track recording. 

TASTE THE SIN drags you into the bog by the com¬ 
mand of a heavy and driving guitar assault, muddied knee- 
deep in distortion. The tribal tenor of the drums beat like an 
anxious pulse, and the bass wears a hacked trail through 
the thick of it all. If this isn’t enough to render the weary with 
adrenalized exhaustion, there are three voices coaxing and 
taunting as well. Rage hits high and gnashing, wrath seethes 
with a guttural breath, and reason allows for a quipped swal¬ 
low before the ultimate choke. The combinations of these ele¬ 
ments parallel the ever pounding sound and overall tone. In 
essence: leaded and wrangled, chafed and raw, Southbound 
and doomed, metalpunk. Thick as thieves. 

The cover art is a mystic and gorgeously vile creation 
by the unearthly talented John Dyer Baizley (BARONESS). 
Included is the lyrical script, vengeful and merciless prose 
to this pilgrimage into the deep. You may find you want to 
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AXEGRINDER... etc. would be 
easy so I’ll dig a little deeper and 
attempt to explain why this album 
is essentially brutal. Dim, soul de¬ 
stroying, and heavy, this demol¬ 
ishing gem of crust radiates dark¬ 
ness. You can feel this noise ripping apart your insides. Nine 
songs. Noisy, raw, bulldozing, mid paced crust with blasts of 
thrash entwined. Heavy guitars, haunting reverb with satu¬ 
rated vocals and blasting drums. Ugh, so good. 

The packaging is basic yet excellent. Black on white 
scratchy hand drawn art marks a distinct style. The artwork 
of this album, as well as all other art for this band is done by 
their own guitar player Adam, who is also active in creating 
raw art for other bands as well. Complete with a poster, one 
side with morbid hand drawn lyrics, the other with a reaper 
unchained with sword in hand. 

This is a limited pressing of 500 on splatter vinyl, 
available through multiple distros. I’ve gotten to catch this 
band live all three US tours they’ve ventured on, they de¬ 
stroy every time. To catch them live is barbarous and in¬ 
tense, only to match the mood their album creates! This 
active band from Halifax, Nova Scotia , Canada is one to 
get into, (mandapocalypse) 

The Total End II totalendrecords@Yahoo.com 



CROSS STITCHED EYES - II CD 

Honestly, I wasn’t expecting to 
like CROSS STITCHED 
EYES as much as I did. This 
CD brings back a lot of memo^ 
ries of the bands I got into 
while first discovering the ev- 
er-elusive genre known as 
“anarcho punk.” I would go so 
far as to say that this band 
could fit in easily on any of the old Mortarhate compila¬ 
tions of the ‘80s, especially since a lot of their songs 
have the eerie vibe that turned me onto RUDIMENTA¬ 
RY PENI’s Death Church LP some years back. Lyrically, 
CROSS STITCHED EYES have a lot of the introspec¬ 
tive personal/political thing going on. Essentially I would 
suggest CROSS STITCHED EYES to anyone who be¬ 
lieves that this style of punk went out in the ‘80s. Good 
stuff indeed. (Diamond Doug) 

$10 ppd. from www.activedistribution.org 



DEADSUNRISE - s/t CD 

This CD starts fast and furious 
with some nice downtuned, 
heavy as fuck, pummeling 
crust in the vein of everyone’s 
favorite melodic crust mer¬ 
chants TRAGEDY but gives 
way to a brand of hardcore 
more comparable to WORLD 
BURNS TO DEATH: NEURO- 
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from Germany, they helped us a lot with our euro tour 
and they help run a youth center in Riesa, Germany. 
Their new 7” rips. DISASTER STRIKES and RAMMING 
SPEED from Boston have been great mates of ours, 
also A.N.S. from Texas. DIOS MIO are great and dump¬ 
ster diving professionals. Fix my head were such great 
guys and an awesome band. They hooked it up in the 
bay. Jeremy, I’m running out of gas, rewrite this however 
you want. 

Jeff: FIX MY HEAD, THE MUZZLER, ANS, PROS¬ 
THETICS, DIOS MIO, ASSHOLE PARADE, GHOUL. 
Ben Crew: If you are into thrash metal Jimmy, our gui¬ 
tarist, is also in a really rad band called TERRORDAC- 
TYLS. They are a lot of fun. If you are into doom Jeff 
also plays in a band called LUNGS. 

PE: Are there any parting shots? Words of advice? 
or is there something you’d like to share with our 
fair readers? 

Jimmy: Eat your veggies and keep it real. Holla! 

Tom: When on tour, bring toilet paper, you never have it 
when you need it most. 

Also, check this out http://vvoice.vo.llnwd.net/ 
e6/5093125.0.mp3 bastard noise canceled a show at 
the Blastomat in Denver and this is their message. Fuck 
those guys. We have played their twice and that place 
rules. Thanks for the interview, glad PE is going again, 
keep it strong! 

Tony: Grow and cook your own food. 

Jeff: Go to more shows and have more fun. Get young¬ 
er people involved. I can’t stand going to shows where 
there is a great divide between the all ages and the 21 + 
crowd. What a bunch of crap. Show the kids what’s up 
so they will grow up to be awesome dudes and not just 
a bunch of assholes. 

Ben Crew: Read Profane Existence. 



color artwork from both records, all the lyncs and explanations, 
and a sticker. This is a killer CD from a killer band, and look 
forward to more from them in the future! - (righteous) 

Profane Existence / P.O. Box 18051 Minneapolis, MN 55418 II 
www. p rof a n e ex jstenc e ,org 

AMEBIX Redux CD 

I A band that pioneered a genre, 
there should be no need for 
introduction to the readership 
of this magazine. Personal his¬ 
tory, Arise was a favorite of 
mine during the mid 80’s. I 
wasn’t too fond of Monolith 
when it came out. I let it fester 
in my collection for a decade 
before I gave it another listen. Now it is my favorite. I had 
anticipation for this release to hear the re-workings of 
three songs from their catalog with new and modern re¬ 
cording techniques. The difference is major. With the ad¬ 
dition of Roy Mayorga on drums, the drumming is precise 


tilian environ also serves as a 
fitting mental image put upon 
the recipient of this packed ten 
track recording. 

TASTE THE SIN drags you into the bog by the com¬ 
mand of a heavy and driving guitar assault, muddied knee- 
deep in distortion. The tribal tenor of the drums beat like an 
anxious pulse, and the bass wears a hacked trail through 
the thick of it all. If this isn’t enough to render the weary with 
adrenalized exhaustion, there are three voices coaxing and 
taunting as well. Rage hits high and gnashing, wrath seethes 
with a guttural breath, and reason allows for a quipped swal¬ 
low before the ultimate choke. The combinations of these ele¬ 
ments parallel the ever pounding sound and overall tone. In 
essence: leaded and wrangled, chafed and raw, Southbound 
and doomed, metalpunk. Thick as thieves. 

The cover art is a mystic and gorgeously vile creation 
by the unearthly talented John Dyer Baizley (BARONESS). 
Included is the lyrical script, vengeful and merciless prose 
to this pilgrimage into the deep. You may find you want to 
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tions of the ‘80s, especially since a lot of their songs 
have the eerie vibe that turned me onto RUDIMENTA¬ 
RY PENI’s Death Church LP some years back. Lyrically, 
CROSS STITCHED EYES have a lot of the introspec¬ 
tive personal/political thing going on. Essentially I would 
suggest CROSS STITCHED EYES to anyone who be¬ 
lieves that this style of punk went out in the ‘80s. Good 
stuff indeed. (Diamond Doug) 

$10 ppd. from www.activedistribution.org 

CD 

This CD starts fast and furious 
with some nice downtuned, 
heavy as fuck, pummeling 
crust in the vein of everyone’s 
favorite melodic crust mer¬ 
chants TRAGEDY but gives 
way to a brand of hardcore 
more comparable to WORLD 
BURNS TO DEATH- NEURO- 
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SIS is another band that comes quickly to mind as the 
disc progresses and the layers start to peel away re¬ 
vealing more atmosphere putting the listener into al¬ 
most a trance like state. The somewhat abstract lyrics 
poetically describe familiar protests against religion and 
racism. ‘Faith Sustains’ calls out blind faith with the 
opening lines: "Face up it’s a rain of shit. Chained down 
to your bed of thorns. Soiled and secured you will wor¬ 
ship. Worship above all reason. Follow the holy herd.” I 
looked up their myspace page trying to find more info 
but was left somewhat empty handed as there was not 
a lot of additional information. DEADSUNRISE calls 
Finland home and has been playing together since 
2005. They really have done and amazing job of taking 
the influences of some very iconic bands and twisting it 
into their own unique aural assault. I do get the sense 
that they take themselves rather seriously as they have 
a somewhat professional air about them. That’s meant 
to be a compliment and certainly not as a mark against 
them. This recording was also released on vinyl through 
a combined effort of a few labels, more info regarding 
the vinyl release is on the myspace page. I recommend 
this disc or even better yet, the vinyl version, to fans of 
dark, brooding, melodic crust. 

(Clusterfux Josh) 

MOSH ABLE Records / Several Casualties Productions 


DESOLATION - Rest in Panic 7” 

Unless you live in or near the 
SF Bay Area or were possibly 
visiting at the right time, you 
most likely never saw this five- 
piece “supergroup” carefully 
constructed from members of 
.BORN/DEAD, STRUNG UP 
and SCURVY DOGS. It’s a 
shame too, because they’ve 
decided to lay this crusty cruise missile to rest after two 
EPs, one LP and a split EP with AUDIO KOLLAPS. Rest 
in Panic is three songs of d-beat gone terribly right. 
Haunting melodies weave their way in and out of well- 
planned tempo changes that keep the songs fresh and 
interesting. Guitar solos are scattered throughout add¬ 
ing a little extra fire to the songs without being unneces¬ 
sary and showy. Definitely not a rehashed clone project! 
What first caught my attention, though, was the sound 
quality. The guitars are crisp, but not tinny and the bass 
is neither buried nor muddied into the drums, which are 
also cleanly recorded and pristinely mixed. Beautifully 
horrid and raspy vocals deliver the poetic yet to the 
point lyrics that are personal takes on political situa¬ 
tions. The artwork might be what you would expect: 
black and white photos of suburban sprawl, natural and 
manmade disasters and some band photos for good 
measure. Did I mention skulls and monsters? Don’t 
worry they’re all there. Too bad we won’t be seeing any 
more releases from these folks, because this is the 
good stuff. (Jacob) 

Prank Records / PO BOX 410892 / San Francisco, CA 94141- 
0892 II www.pra njsr.gC<? rd §,gQ m 
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CD 

The five songs on this CD bring 
forth some tried and true 
thrashy-crust H/C that drives it 
like it’s stolen! Fucking killer 
nods to bands like S.D.S, 
SACRILEGE, ANTI CIMEX 
and DRILLER KILLER, but 


Like WARTORN before them, DRESDEN play 
a mid-90s-influenced crustcore, bringing to mind such 
bands as DEFORMED CONSCIENCE, and REMIS¬ 
SION (well, okay - again, with the member-sharing). 
Unlike WARTORN though, the song structures are a 
little more complex, which I can appreciate. The use of 
slow intros and stop-and-start parts definitely helps this 
band stand out more. As a result, the songs tend to be 
a lot longer than the average crustcore attack. Again, 
much appreciated - sometimes it doesn’t work, but with 
DRESDEN it does. 

As one can expect from a band like this, the lyrical 
subject matter is very bleak. Unlike the cliche topics that 
sometimes seem like an afterthought in this style of mu¬ 
sic, these songs obviously come from somewhere per¬ 
sonal. The singer included explanations with the lyrics, 
and they definitely bridge the personal and the political. 
Again, this is something that I really do appreciate a lot. 
In all, this is another solid release from the depths of 
cheese-filled hell (er, Wisconsin). Clearly, their scene is 
doing quite well - can’t wait to hear the next band to 
crawl out of the bovine state! (Inbred) 

Profane Existence / PO Box 18051 / Minneapolis, MN 55418 
/ USA 

ECHOS OF YUL- s/tCD 

A solar eclipse must have 
blackened the sky in Poland 
when this record was being 
recorded because this is dark 
stuff! Right up my seedy alley. 
There are five people listed in 
the creation of this work yet a 
few provide only vocal tracks, 
and the other two are sum¬ 
moning the sound through traditional (guitar, bass, 
drums) and non-traditional (samples, programming, 
loops, etc.) means. 

The tempo of this twelve-track score is a tidal ebb 
and flow. Experimental, looped, psychedelia crashes 
against skeletal drums and down tuned doom metal gui¬ 
tars. If Neurosis lost Steve’s vocals, Isis added a myriad 
of samples, Electric Wizard slowed it down a notch., 
and then they all got together to create a psychological 
thriller soundtrack, it would sound like ECHOS OF YUL. 
There is much about this twelve tune story that appeals 
to me, the doom is obviously a hook. Something about 
down tuning,- riffs of heavy repetition, and sparse yet 
thundering cymbal crashes gets into the very blood¬ 
stream of the listener. Add in the samples and the loops 
that fill most of the songs and you have a group that 
masters the art of hypnosis. 

ECHOS OF YUL are definitely a band that I would 
love to see in some dark, cemented warehouse space. 
Live, I imagine the mysticism and commanding sound 
would leave everyone with glazed eyes and drained en¬ 
ergy. .. in a good way! There is a dark pleasure that speaks 
deeply with sparse words here, an ancestral feel that 
fills up the spaces they provide your mind to wander to. 
My only quandary is the lack of actual vocals and lyrics 
(though it states 3 people lending voices??). The loops 
and samples, yet personal to their style, is a tad over¬ 
kill for my taste. If they toned that down and upped the 
bands musicianship and vocals I would bow down. All in all 
though, this band and record is a force for sure. (Hatchet) 
We Are All Pacinos Records (no contact info) 



EL BANDA - Skutki U boczne 2xLP 

, I I’m a love it or hate it guy 


and interesting musical experience. Solid rhythm sec¬ 
tion of bass and drums complete the package and keep 
things on course. A complete package that creates mu¬ 
sic that is a compelling listen. Hope the band continues 
so the world can hear where their creativity takes them. 
(Donofthedead) 

Pasazer / PO Box 42 / 39-201 Debica 3 / Poland 

FIREBIRDGASS - Punk Rises from the Pig Pen 12” 

From first listen you can tell 
that the band plays old school, 
Japanese punk rock in the 
vein of legendary bands like 
GAUZE, LIP CREAM, EXE¬ 
CUTE and THE STALIN. 
Songs that sound like they are 
performed with careless aban¬ 
don and played with speed to 
display their aggression. Six songs of fierce and manic 
punk rock that blaze through with rapid velocity. Vocals 
sung in Japanese that screamed with a verbal word as¬ 
sault of syllables. Amazing how much comes out the 
vocalist’s mouth. Like any good band, the guitars must 
be done right. Guitars blare out of the speakers charg¬ 
ing with distorted energy. A solo is thrown out here and 
there without going into metal territory. The bass guitar 
has a very live sound to them but still maintains a 
punchiness that pass through the mix with power. 
Drums cut through with a variety of cymbal hits and 
solid hard hitting drum work keeping the pace fast. I 
would love to actually witness this live. I imagine the 
person just going ape wild banging and striking. This 
release is definitely is getting a lot of turntable time. 
Read that this was originally only available in Japan and 
released in 2006. Glad to see that it’s made available 
once again and on a format only a record nerd would 
love. (Donofthedead) 

Crow Music Austria // w wW vC.LQwm g$jc,C Q m 

12 ” 

There are samples on this 
twelve inch that put your mind 
in an unsettling place. 
Screeching, howling, electron¬ 
ic fuzz, pops, zaps, all very 
disturbing and that’s when the 
mad blasts of noise come in. 
This is absolutely not the typ¬ 
ical fuzzed-out crasher stuff 
you’re used to. GAS CHAMBER, from Buffalo, NY, may 
still play super-fast noisecore but they do it in a way 
I’ve never heard before. The guitar uses chorus and a 
phase-shifter giving it a spacey distant sound and you 
might as well be listening to ANTISCHISM’s bass lines, 
flanger and all! There are sick melodies coming out of 
GAS CHAMBER’S insane cacophony. The vocals are 
shouted and at times it sounds like there are two people 
singing but they only list one screamer. The lyrics are 
bleak, anti-civ/tech, and somewhat depressing(go fig¬ 
ure). 

The GAS CHAMBER 12” artwork and inner 
sleeve are black to match the mood of the record and 
because it looks awesome. This self titled 12”, on Warm 
Bath Records, came out a couple years ago and con¬ 
tains the remastered recording from the previously re¬ 
leased tape/CD-R formats. It’s been a few years but it 
loo'ks like it’s still available. I hope GAS CHAMBER has 
something new cooking. (JasonS) 

Warm Bath Records / PO Box 652 / Buffalo, NY 14215 


GAS CHAMBER - s/t 




when bands say what they mean, straight-up, without 
all the metaphors. 

This discography compiles GRINDING HALT’S 
split with VUUR, their Sprookieshof LP, plus a few un¬ 
released tracks. The cassette is professionally printed 
and has a full color insert with all the lyrics and several 
live photos. Overall, this is a decent discography tape. I 
have no complaints.(JasonS) 

Bullwhip Records c/o Borhan/ No. 9, Jalen 4G/ 43650 Bandar 
Baru Bangi, Selangor, Darul, Ehsom/ Malaysia 
Bullwhiprecs.blogspot.com/ 

GUANTANAMO PARTY PROGRAM - s/t CD 

How do you say “drone” # in 
Polish, anyway? The con¬ 
crete-heavy effects of GPP 
are ever present right from the 
get-go of this CD. I get the 
feeling that these folks have 
listened to their fair share of 
ISIS and NEUROSIS; I’m a 
fan right from the first punchy 
note. Steadfast, prolific riffs pair with minimalist near- 
silent breakdowns, and build up to crust-laden midsec¬ 
tions. The emphatic screaming vocals also strike a solid 
reference to the aforementioned bands and I wish I 
could understand the lyrics. Filled with emotion and 
bleak atmosphere, the artwork on the CD echoes the 
music. A new band to me, fans of music like this should 
check it out! Really good upon first listen, I think this will 
grow on me. (Maygun) 

No Sanctuary Records / www.nosanctuarv.pl 

THE HELM - Home CD 

Do you like strange timing and 
quasi-jazzy drone - yeah, I just 
said that - mixed in your heavy 
hardcore? I do. Some part of this 
reminds me of the last CURSED 
LP without being quite as manic, 
and it works well and other times 
it’s reminiscent of NRWS but 
less break downy and with a dis¬ 
cordant element that’s more subtle. It didn’t even register to 
me that they only have one guitar until I read the promo 
sheet, which is a testament to both the band and Chris 
Common (of THESE ARMS ARE SNAKES) who recorded 
the album. There is a density to the low end on the recording 
that many a band will envy while not sacrificing clarity. Since 
I got this in the mail, I’ve listened to it quite a bit, so if you like 
the look of the type on which you read this and it sounds so, 
so sugary sweet, go ahead and pick this fucker up. Also, 
who knew HEX was still around?? I didn’t - cool! 

(Sammy Totep) 

Hex Records / 201 Maple LN, N. Syracuse NY 13212 II http:// 
wy ^ ,han.qLn^ hex.blpg9 P 9 LC9 n i ll http://www.myspace.com/ 
thexhelm 




HOLD A GRUDGE - Doing Time CD 

HOLD A GRUDGE are a hard¬ 
core oi! band from Canada, 
the difference between them 
and stuff I’ve heard from this 
mixture is that these guys are 
really good. Really tight 
songs, that are of a medium 
pace - say late 80’s h/c mixed 
with chanty sing alongs. 
Breakdowns cqupled with tight melodic tuneful riffage. 
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visiting at the right time, you 
most likely never saw this five- 
piece “supergroup” carefully 
constructed from members of 
.BORN/DEAD, STRUNG UP 
and SCURVY DOGS. It’s a 
shame too, because they’ve 
decided to lay this crusty cruise missile to rest after two 
EPs, one LP and a split EP with AUDIO KOLLAPS. Rest 
in Panic is three songs of d-beat gone terribly right. 
Haunting melodies weave their way in and out of well- 
planned tempo changes that keep the songs fresh and 
interesting. Guitar solos are scattered throughout add¬ 
ing a little extra fire to the songs without being unneces¬ 
sary and showy. Definitely not a rehashed clone project! 
What first caught my attention, though, was the sound 
quality. The guitars are crisp, but not tinny and the bass 
is neither buried nor muddied into the drums, which are 
also cleanly recorded and pristinely mixed. Beautifully 
horrid and raspy vocals deliver the poetic yet to the 
point lyrics that are personal takes on political situa¬ 
tions. The artwork might be what you would expect: 
black and white photos of suburban sprawl, natural and 
manmade disasters and some band photos for good 
measure. Did I mention skulls and monsters? Don’t 
worry they’re all there. Too bad we won’t be seeing any 
more releases from these folks, because this is the 
good stuff. (Jacob) 

Prank Records / PO BOX 410892 / San Francisco, CA 94141- 
0892 II y 


DARGE - Desespero CD 

The five songs on this CD bring 
forth some tried and true 
thrashy-crust H/C that drives it 
like it’s stolen! Fucking killer 
nods to bands like S.D.S, 
SACRILEGE, ANTI CIMEX 
and DRILLER KILLER, but 
have no worries dear readers, 
DARGE own their sound and 
are definitely not carbon copies of the previously men¬ 
tioned bands. This is an excellent release of a band that’s 
been keeping busy in the Gifu-city Japanese scene since 
2004. Check them out, this listener is anxiously awaiting 
DARGE’s next hell spawn offering. (LawLess) 

MCR Company / 157 Kamiagu Maizuru / Kyoto 624-0913 / 
Japan 




DRESDEN - Final Hour CD 

Have WARTORN broken up? Is 
this a side project? Either way, 
this is the latest branch of the 
seemingly endless tree of Wis¬ 
consin crust punk. After spending 
hours on the 1-94 in Wisconsin 
(oh, those cursed Dells!) this past 
summer, I can definitely see 
where the rage can stem from. 



stuff! Right up my seedy alley. 
There are five people listed in 
the creation of this work yet a 
few provide only vocal tracks, 
and the other two are sum¬ 
moning the sound through traditional (guitar, bass, 
drums) and non-traditional (samples, programming, 
loops, etc.) means. 

The tempo of this twelve-track score is a tidal ebb 
and flow. Experimental, looped, psychedelia crashes 
against skeletal drums and down tuned doom metal gui¬ 
tars. If Neurosis lost Steve’s vocals, Isis added a myriad 
of samples, Electric Wizard slowed it down a notch., 
and then they all got together to create a psychological 
thriller soundtrack, it would sound like ECHOS OF YUL. 
There is much about this twelve tune story that appeals 
to me, the doom is obviously a hook. Something about 
down tuning,- riffs of heavy repetition, and sparse yet 
' thundering cymbal crashes gets into the very blood¬ 
stream of the listener. Add in the samples and the loops 
that fill most of the songs and you have a group that 
masters the art of hypnosis. 

ECHOS OF YUL are definitely a band that I would 
love to see in some dark, cemented warehouse space. 
Live, I imagine the mysticism and commanding sound 
would leave everyone with glazed eyes and drained en¬ 
ergy. .. in a good way! There is a dark pleasure that speaks 
deeply with sparse words here, an ancestral feel that 
fills up the spaces they provide your mind to wander to. 
My only quandary is the lack of actual vocals and lyrics 
(though it states 3 people lending voices??). The loops 
and samples, yet personal to their style, is a tad over¬ 
kill for my taste. If they toned that down and upped the 
bands musicianship and vocals I would bow down. All in all 
though, this band and record is a force for sure. (Hatchet) 
We Are All Pacinos Records (no contact info) 


EL BANDA - Skutki Uboczne 2xLP 

I’m a love it or hate it guy 
when it comes to a post punk 
band. Most of the time I want 
less post and more punk in my 
post punk. A rarity is when I 
don’t care. This female led 
band from Poland has been a 
favorite since the time of my 
introduction to their music. 
With an LP and a 7” under their belt and a part time 
disbandment, out of nowhere comes 2xLP worth of mu¬ 
sical bliss. With this amount of music, you feel like it 
would be tiring. This, at least for me, is not the case 
here. A band that rocks it hard, plays with your ear 
drums by adding additional instruments, shift gears to 
other genres and even toy with some noise. It’s like hav¬ 
ing a music sundae with all the flavors. A controlled vo¬ 
cal delivery of soft spoken to yelled is at the forefront of 
this musical escapade. She has a strong similarity to the 
vocalist of Post Regiment. The guitar wizardry displayed 
fills the landscape with sounds that create a textured 
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LP/CS 

9 songs of pissed midwestern hardcore. 
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shroud of a blackened sky LP 



Only Fumes & Corpses “Who Really Cares, What Really Casts" 
Digipack CO Limited 12" Vinyl - UNMOV026 


12 songs of honest, passionate & trend defying hardcore 
which maintains the elements of previous work but also 
4 delving into d-beat and dub 


http.‘//www.myspace.com/on!yfumcsandcorpsi 


would love to actually witness this live. I imagine the 
person just going ape wild banging and striking. This 
release is definitely is getting a lot of turntable time. 
Read that this was originally only available in Japan and 
released in 2006. Glad to see that it’s made available 
once again and on a format only a record nerd would 
love. (Donofthedead) 

Crow Music Austria II w ww f crPWn iU!£Lgj;fl!m 

12 ” 

There are samples on this 
twelve inch that put your mind 
in an unsettling place. 
Screeching, howling, electron¬ 
ic fuzz, pops, zaps, all very 
disturbing and that’s when the 
mad blasts of noise come in. 
This is absolutely not the typ¬ 
ical fuzzed-out crasher stuff 
you’re used to. GAS CHAMBER, from Buffalo, NY, may 
still play super-fast noisecore but they do it in a way 
I’ve never heard before. The guitar uses chorus and a 
phase-shifter giving it a spacey distant sound and you 
might as well be listening to ANTISCHISM’s bass lines, 
flanger and all! There are sick melodies coming out of 
GAS CHAMBER’S insane cacophony. The vocals are 
shouted and at times it sounds like there are two people 
singing but they only list one screamer. The lyrics are 
bleak, anti-civ/tech, and somewhat depressing(go fig¬ 
ure). 

The GAS CHAMBER 12” artwork and inner 
sleeve are black to match the mood of the record and 
because it looks awesome. This self titled 12”, on Warm 
Bath Records, came out a couple years ago and con¬ 
tains the remastered recording from the previously re¬ 
leased tape/CD-R formats. It’s been a few years but it 
looks like it’s still available. I hope GAS CHAMBER has 
something new cooking. (JasonS) 

Warm Bath Records / PO Box 652 / Buffalo, NY 14215 
gaschamberhardcore.worpress.com 

GRINDING HALT ■ s/t Discography Cassette 

I haven’t really heard too much 
of GRINDING HALT’S stuff but 
the first thing I thought when I 
played this tape was DYSTO¬ 
PIA or maybe even a sped up 
SKAVEN. GRINDING HALT 
has that super-discordant 
crazed SoCal hardcore sound 
down pat, even though they 
hail from the Netherlands. The label describes their 
sound as comparable to HIS HERO IS GONE but I’m not 
hearing the influence all that much, but maybe I’m wrong. 

The vocals are throat shredding screams with a 
quick staccato delivery and sung all in Dutch. Luckily, 
the insert has English explanations with each song. The 
lyrics are all socio-political which is great because I’m 
kinda done with “the personal is political” shit. I like it 



GAS CHAMBER - s/t 



grow on me. (Maygun) 

No Sanctuary Records / www.nosanctuarv.pj 

THE HELM-Home CD 

Do you like strange timing and 
quasi-jazzy drone - yeah, I just 
said that - mixed in your heavy 
hardcore? I do. Some part of this 
reminds me of the last CURSED 
LP without being quite as manic, 
and it works well and other times 
it’s reminiscent of NRWS but 
less break downy and with a dis¬ 
cordant element that’s more subtle. It didn’t even register to 
me that they only have one guitar until I read the promo 
sheet, which is a testament to both the band and Chris 
Common (of THESE ARMS ARE SNAKES) who recorded 
the album. There is a density to the low end on the recording 
that many a band will envy while not sacrificing clarity. Since 
I got this in the mail, I’ve listened to it quite a bit, so if you like 
the look of the type on which you read this and it sounds so, 
so sugary sweet, go ahead and pick this fucker up. Also, 
who knew HEX was still around?? I didn’t - cool! 

(Sammy Totep) 

Hex Records / 201 Maple LN, N. Syracuse NY 13212 II http:// 
www.hanainqhex.bloqspot.com II http://www.myspace.com/ 
thexhelm 



HOLD A GRUDGE - Doing Time CD 

HOLD A GRUDGE are a hard¬ 
core oi! band from Canada, 
the difference between them 
and stuff I’ve heard from this 
mixture is that these guys are 
really good. Really tight 
songs, that are of a medium 
pace - say late 80’s h/c mixed 
with chanty sing alongs. 
Breakdowns cqupled with tight melodic tuneful riffage. 
Think of VISION, 7 SECONDS, YOUTH BRIGADE, AG¬ 
NOSTIC FRONT and WARZONE. Good lyrics to boot, 
concentrating on instilling self belief in what you strive 
for - really excellent. The artwork is done by Chaney of 
INEPSY, who also does guest vocals on their song 
Time’s Up. Plus a rousing cover of Drunken Sailor (in 
this case it’s Drunken Skinhead). (Mel Hughes) 
INSURGENCE RECORDS / 33 Hazelton Avenue, Suite 18 / 
Toronto. ON M5R 2E3 / Canada. 



ICE NINE - Nobody’s Son 7” EP 

ICE NINE, from Indianapolis, 
mix elements of old, new, and 
melodic styles of hardcore as 
well as hints of thrash and 
death metal, especially with 
the blast beats. The one song 
on this 7” that really sticks out 
is “spdgaf, not only for it’s 
commentary of the punk com- 




Hexxed “The Synapse Collision" 

Ltd Digipack CD (Artwork by Glyn Scrawled) - UNMOV021 


“The Synapse Collision is a slick melting pot of Technical 
Death Violence and Progressive composition's" " 
Terrorizer Mag 


http:/, www. myspace. 
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and DRILLER KILLER, but 
have no worries dear readers, 
DARGE own their sound and 
are definitely not carbon copies of the previously men¬ 
tioned bands. This is an excellent release of a band that’s 
been keeping busy in the Gifu-city Japanese scene since 
2004. Check them out, this listener is anxiously awaiting 
DARGE’s next hell spawn offering. (LawLess) 

MCR Company / 157 Kamiagu Maizuru / Kyoto 624-0913 / 
Japan 

DRESDEN - Final Hour CD 

Have WARTORN broken up? Is 
this a side project? Either way, 
this is the latest branch of the 
seemingly endless tree of Wis¬ 
consin crust punk. After spending 
hours on the 1-94 in Wisconsin 
(oh, those cursed Dells!) this past 
summer, I can definitely see 
where the rage can stem from. 


I m a love it or but© it guy 
when it comes to a post punk 
band. Most of the time I want 
less post and more punk in my 
post punk. A rarity is when I 
don’t care. This female led 
band from Poland has been a 
favorite since the time of my 
introduction to their music. 
With an LP and a 7” under their belt and a part time 
disbandment, out of nowhere comes 2xLP worth of mu¬ 
sical bliss. With this amount of music, you feel like it 
would be tiring. This, at least for me, is not the case 
here. A band that rocks it hard, plays with your ear 
drums by adding additional instruments, shift gears to 
other genres and even toy with some noise. It’s like hav¬ 
ing a music sundae with all the flavors. A controlled vo¬ 
cal delivery of soft spoken to yelled is at the forefront of 
this musical escapade. She has a strong similarity to the 
vocalist of Post Regiment. The guitar wizardry displayed 
fills the landscape with sounds that create a textured 


Warm Bath Records / PO Box 852 / Buffalo. NY 142IS 
gaschamberhardcore.worpress.com 

GRINDING HALT • s/t Discography Cassette 

I haven’t really heard too much 
of GRINDING HALT’S stuff but 
the first thing I thought when I 
played this tape was DYSTO¬ 
PIA or maybe even a sped up 
SKAVEN. GRINDING HALT 
has that super-discordant 
crazed SoCal hardcore sound 
down pat, even though they 
hail from the Netherlands. The label describes their 
sound as comparable to HIS HERO IS GONE but I’m not 
hearing the influence all that much, but maybe I’m wrong. 

The vocals are throat shredding screams with a 
quick staccato delivery and sung all in Dutch. Luckily, 
the insert has English explanations with each song. The 
lyrics are all socio-political which is great because I’m 
kinda done with “the personal is political” shit. I like it 
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Think of VISION, 7 SECONDS, YOUTH BRIGADE, AG¬ 
NOSTIC FRONT and WARZONE. Good lyrics to boot, 
concentrating on instilling self belief in what you strive 
for - really excellent. The artwork is done by Chaney of 
INEPSY, who also does guest vocals on their song 
Time’s Up. Plus a rousing cover of Drunken Sailor (in 
this case it’s Drunken Skinhead). (Mel Hughes) 
INSURGENCE RECORDS / 33 Hazelton Avenue, Suite 18 / 
Toronto. ON M5R 2E3 / Canada. 

ICE NINE - Nobody’s Son 7” EP 

ICE NINE, from Indianapolis, 
mix elements of old, new, and 
melodic styles of hardcore as 
well as hints of thrash and 
death metal, especially with 
the blast beats. The one song 
on this 7” that really sticks out 
is “spdgaf’, not only for it’s 
commentary of the punk com- 
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out now: 

PROTESTANT 

judgements LP/CS 

9 songs of pissed midwestern hardcore. 

THE MAKAI -embracingthe 
shroud of a blackened sky LP 

ONE track of epic fucking DIY metal, 
dynamic, unrelenting, vicious. 

MASAKARI-the profit feeds LP 

ten songs of absolutely crushing japanese-style 
hardcore/crust. CD on Southern Lord. 

THOU / MOHORAM ATTA 

degradation of human life Split LP 
vicious blackened he and nola doom, 
repress of 550 copies on orange vinyl. 


FINISTERRE - bitter songs LP 

driving melodic crust/hc ala Fall of Efrafa. etc 
last copiesI! 


- DISTRIBUTED BY EBULLI1 
REVELATION. ROBOTIC EJ 
PUNKNJUNK, and tons n 

HUGE DISTRO AT 

HON. VINYL JUNKIE, 
VtPIRE. INTERPUNK, 
more- 

THE WEBSITE. 

LP - 11 /14 /14 /20 
CS = 6/ 6/ 6/ 8 

: uscanmex/rest: 

(cash/mo to:} 

cory von bohlen 
3444 n bremen st 
milwaukee, wi 
53212 usa 

DISTROS. STORES. AND LABELS 
GET IN TOUCH FOR WHOLESALE 
AND TRADES 

halooffliesrecords. 

halooffliesrcds@hotm 

myspace.com/halooff 
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Hexxed “The Synapse Collision” 

Lid Digipack CO (Artwork by Glyn Scrawled) - UNMOV021 


Only Fumes & Corpses “Who Really Cares, What Really Lasts” 
Digipack CD / Limited 12” Vinyl - UNMOV026 


“The Synapse Collision is a slick melting pot of Technical 
Death Violence and Progressive compositions” 

Terrorized Mag 

V ’ 

http:vwww.myspace.com/hexxcdmusic. *5!*- 


12 songs of honest, passionate & trend defying hardcore 
which maintains the elements of previous work but also 
^ delving into d-beat and dub 


http^/www.myspace.com/oniyfumcsandcorpses 


COMING SOON 

Guided Cradle “Guided Cradle / You Will Not Survive' 
CD UNMOV025 


Resistant Culture “All One Struggle^ 
12” Clear Vinyl w'Gatefold Sleeve -■'UNMOVQ23] 


Tribal Grindcore from California - urgentl y ri es n 
anthemic rebellious punk spirit, dark menacing g rinding ] 
metal brutality will empower your struggle^to^sumve!!!) 


Both albums in one pack from this now legendary 
Czech/USA Crust D-Beat mob! 


iyspace.com/guidedcradle 


/resistantcultu 


.myspace. 


All Underground Movement Releases 
Are Only Available From The Online 
Webstore: CD's €7.80 / Vinyl €9.80 (+p&p) 


Coming Soon: 

Wolfbeast Destroyer “Toast The Disgrace” 7” 
(Brutal Hardcore/Punk From The UK - 
For Fans Of Motorhead,Discharge & Wolfbrigade) 
You Have Been Warned!!! 


COMING SOON 
Warprayer “Blood Crusade” 
10 Track CD - UNMOVOi^J 


Wound “Grievance” 
MCD - UNMOV022 


Killer Down-Tempo Black Metal that 
dragged through the sewers 


UK Crust/Punk featuring ex-members'of Ripcord, Gurkha, 
Bulietridden and Napalm Death! 


lias been 
of Doom 


http://www.myspace.com/wounduponwound08 


www.underground-movement.net 


http:'/www. myspace.com ; warprayerpunk 


info@underground-movement.net 
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munity but also for the completely organized chaos of 
the music. The song is filled with tribal and blast beats, 
crazy dissonant chord progressions, and bone crushing 
bass lines, it really sets itself apart from the other two 
songs on the EP. Although ICE NINE’S style isn’t exactly 
my cup of tea, they are incredibly good at what they do. 

ICE NINE had broken up several years ago and 
the members split into several bands including: TIME 
IN MALTA, BURN IT DOWN, MAHJAS, THE PROB¬ 
LEMATICS, YOU WILL DIE, and THE DREAM IS 
DEAD, but reunited to play Indianapolis’s Dudefest in 
2009. The reunion resulted in the three tracks on this EP 
and an upcoming record on PRANK coming out some¬ 
time this year. 

Ken Prank does a fine job of choosing bands for 
his label and ICE NINE is no exception. Solid release. 
(JasonS) 

www.prankrecords.com 



IN DEFENCE/MOTHE R SPEED Split 7” 

Call more dudes! IN DE¬ 
FENCE has a new split 7”!! To 
say that IN DEFENCE has 
broad appeal in the punk 
community is an understate¬ 
ment. Masterfully combining 
speedy metallic riffs with 
some fist pumping, anthemic, 
clever, witty, youth crew vo¬ 
cals IN DEFENCE consistently pleases kids from the 
splintered factions that plague our community. IN DE¬ 
FENCE may be the band aid that will heal our fractured 
scenes. This latest release is a split with Southern Cali¬ 
fornia (Dudemanistan) speed punks MOTHER SPEED. 

IN DEFENCE kicks off their side of the record with 
Wish You Weren’t Here, a blistering kick on the face 
aimed at the loafing lazy shit what swings by and never 
leaves, or helps create an atmosphere conducive to 
punk rock cohesion. I.E. doesn’t clean up, or help just 
lays around drinking themselves stupid. Harsh lyrics 
well crafted at the leeches killing ‘the scene’. The record 
blazes on with / H80sdanceoartays. Well, the title spells 
out what the songs about and is cleverly crafted with 
the perfect amount of speed and venom to keep even 
the most dire, gloomy punk within earshot bouncing off 
the walls and giggling with spastic posihardcore glee. In 
the interest of full disclosure I’m a sucker for a fancy hat 
dance party and if the music is New Wave all the bet¬ 
ter but I see their point. H80sdanceoartays .surges on 
splitting between 80’s HxC and metal and urges one to 
not stage dive to a CD nor circle pit to a disc jockey. Is 
this happening in the less informed art circles? The final 
IN DEFENCE track on this 7” is Rock Against Guyliner. 
This song should be considered a Public Service An¬ 
nouncement, in fact I’ll write my local official to make it 
so. Guyliner starts off as though t’were a monumental 
sludge track and then kicks into the snarky, fast hard¬ 
core that makes IN DEFENCE such an infectious band. 
Again, brilliantly switching between speedcore punk 
and crusty metal taking potshots at those who deserve 
it most. Posers. 

MOTHER SPEED is a lickety split, clean sounding 
hardcore band from Southern California and holy shit do 
they live up to their name. It’s like the best of CIRCLE 
JERKS and BLACK FLAG only really good. And even 
better they’re funny as hell! MOTHER SPEED’S side of 
the record launches out of the shoot with A Boy and 
His Blob, a short tale of masturbatory anti-socialism. 
Wyld Side is a fast, blast of anti humanity that warns 


or from the bands themselves and to find out here to find 
them check their myspace pages, they’re always playing 
somewhere. 


IRON LUNG/SHANK -split CD 

I can’t help getting excited ev¬ 
ery time I get a review pack¬ 
age in the mail and see the 
625 RECORDS logo! I can’t 
remember ever being disap¬ 
pointed. This split is every¬ 
thing I had hoped and so 
much more. Umm, so much 
more. I slapped on my head¬ 
phones at work around 7am and was terrified. The disc 
starts off with IRON LUNG hurling 10 pieces of violent, 
pummeling power violence that is as creepy as it is bru¬ 
tal. It’s not often that music makes me uncomfortable, 
but this did it. The running theme seems to deal with the 
revolt of inmates who are the subjects of medical ex¬ 
periments. Excellent two-piece. Less creepy, but just as 
brutal is the five piece from Scotland. Make way for 
SHANK. Before we get to the music I’d like to point out 
that every song has an explanation that follows just in 
case they weren’t blatant enough for you. These guys 
might be a bit snarky, but really touch on some impor¬ 
tant subjects and drive the idea home. Lyrically one of 
my favorite bands because the poetry is left behind and 
they intend to have all of us listeners confront ourselves. 
From “Remember the Lyric Sheet” to “Panoramas of 
Hell” to “I Spent $50 on EBAY and All I Got Was This 
Lousy 7””, these guys are right on. I do enjoy apocalyp¬ 
tic themes as well as some fantasy lyrics, but straight up 
honesty makes the best hardcore. Musically SHANK is 
straight up old school power violence with updated pro¬ 
duction. Short fast and loud, like it should be. As an 
added bonus, they throw in BAD BRAINS ‘Right Bri¬ 
gade’ as a hidden bonus track. (Jacob) 
www t 62.5thra§.lLg9m 

INSTINCT OF SURVIVAL - North of Nowhere... LP 

This is one of the best records 
that has come out in a long 
time. Seriously. Most records 
that come out these days are 
fairly mundane, and unim¬ 
pressive, but not this one, this 
is right up my alley! This is to¬ 
tally brutal stench-core. These 
dudes from Germany have re¬ 
leased a real stormer here. It’s got everything that 
makes a great crust record, galloping drums complete 
with double-bass, metal-as-fuck guitars, a lot of reverb 
on the vocals, and tons of heavy gloom and doom. They 
draw influence from all the great stench bands of the 
past, with some extra thrash metal, and death metal 
thrown in for good measure. The recording is clean, and 
the sound is tight! Not a single complaint on this one. 
The record it’s self is equally well done, with a gatefold 
sleeve featuring artwork by Steve from VISIONS OF 
WAR. It comes with a color fold out poster, and the re¬ 
cord is on beautiful marbled maroon and black vinyl. 
These guys were great before on their split EP with 
GUIDED CRADLE, and their Winter In My Mind EP, but 
this record takes it to a whole new level. I defy you to 
listen to this record and not head bang along with every 
gallop, (righteous) 

World Funeral / 3429 15th Ave South / Seattle, WA 98144 
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hope and survival. They also do a brilliant cover of THE 
MOB’s NO DOVES FLY HERE that is so haunting and 
chilling that it raised the hairs on my arms the first time I 
heard it. I think what appeals to me is the bands use of 
keyboards to interlace with the beautiful vocal delivery 
and crafty guitar work You get textured layers that is in¬ 
triguing to the aural senses that require a person’s at¬ 
tention. Definitely a personal favorite of mine and I try to 
infect everyone that might be interested to listen to their 
music. There is a CD version of this release packaged 
in a double booklet, gatefold, sort of digipack that was 
co-released by many labels around the world. It in¬ 
cludes their Angoscia Rock 7” that was released prior. 
(Donofthedead) 

Chaos Rurale / http://www.chaosrMrale.com 

KELLERASSELN - Fleissig Grundlich 
Gewissenhaft LP 

Punk, not rock. That’s how 
KELLERASSELN describes 
themselves and I would say it 
is very fitting. I welcome that 
description of them as this is a 
very hard album to pin down 
and make comparisons of. 
KELLERASSELN play hard¬ 
core punk, no metal, no 
thrash, no crust, no rock. Punk. They are hyper fast, 
guitars have fairly thin distortion and the vocals are kind 
of a nasally, screechy, shout. Sometimes they remind 
me of WASTED YOUTH but that is really a stretch and 
perhaps not very fair. Any info I can find about them 
online is relatively empty and not much help. However, I 
did learn that have been at it for 15 years! There are 
pictures of them playing European squats, they do, after 
all, call Germany home. They deliver their brand of punk 
in their native tongue but I was happy to see they had 
English translations in the accompanying booklet as 
well as explanations of each song. KELLERASSELN 
tackle such topics as gender roles, capitalism, patrio¬ 
tism, judgments within the punk scene and Nazism 
(more on that in a minute). Booze Song questions the 
importance of alcohol abuse in the punk scene while not 
promoting a straight-edge stance. This is a topic I feel 
close to as I struggle to go drink free (8 months!). My 
Oven addresses the manufacturing and efficiency of the 
gas ovens used to exterminate Jews is WWII. This is an 
interesting and fresh angle to address the atrocities the 
Nazi’s committed and the “just following orders” mind¬ 
set. Coped w/ History addresses the attempts of their 
fellow Germans to forget about the past of their country 
and the deaths of six million Jews, sinti, Romans and 
others by trying to equalize the holocaust by emphasiz¬ 
ing the air raids of the allies on Dresden and the dis¬ 
placement of Germans post WWII. Pretty heavy duty 
stuff here kids. In summary, the music is good, not 
great, but their message is very cutting while tackling 
standard punk topics but also asks the punk community 
to look in the mirror. Overall very fresh, empowering and 
inspiring! (Clusterfux Josh) 

SM Musik / Kotz Brocken Records 



THE LIMIT -Smash It! EP 7” 



Wow!!! One hell of a ripping 11 
song EP from this Italian 
band. The songs are mostly 
fast, with the odd melodic 
tuneful riff thrown in here and 
there - which give the songs a 


MIDDLECLASSTRASH - Side Effects EP 7” 

A three song EP from this 
Kentucky band. Two shorter 
songs on side one and a long 
one “Anyone But Me” (most 
bands of this genre would 
probably fit 4 or 5 songs in the 
same space, but kudos to 
these guys for writing a really 
great song that incorporates a 
lot of time changes and emotions and making it a great 
song that stands out now and will in years to come). A 
mirade of influences such as MINOR THREAT, DEAD 
KENNEDYS, PINK LINCOLNS, NO MEANS NO and a 
host of underground political theorists, beat writes etc 
all wrapped up in eye catching in your face hardcore 
punk art and music. A welcome release to my ears and 
one that will be played for many years to come. Thanks 
for doing what you are doing guys. (Mel Hughes) 
Broadcast Interrupted Media Records II www.myspace.com/ 
middleclasstrash 

MDC/THE RESTARTS Mobocracy split LP 

On occasion two bands will 
team up and put out a record 
together and you think to your¬ 
self, “Oh that’s nice.” This 
meeting of the minds is so be¬ 
yond nice, or pleasant and so 
much more important than 
anything “nice” that’s come 
down the river in a dog’s age. 
MDC smacks you upside your head straight off with the 
fist pumper Patriot Asshole (this track will be a classic, 
you mark my words) and doesn’t let up for an instant. 
MDC blazes through seven tracks with songs about pol¬ 
lution, chemical dependency and the prison system 
(and a track dedicated to change the minds of those 
who see prison as a right of passage). MDC prove that 
even after thirty years they’re still serious about inform¬ 
ing us punk folks about some of the deadly serious 
havoc being wreaked by the monsters in charge and the 
damage caused by the lies they spread. The band that 
taught us how to make tofu spaghetti continues to jam 
their collective middle finger at those who try to keep us 
in line (and hopefully inspire you to do the same). It’s all 
new material and it’s totally relevant and it’ll rock your 
ass. 

THE RESTARTS side of the record starts with 
another kick to the rubber parts. A raging anti-religious 
ditty called Backward. The band and hit on topics like 
senseless violence (I’d say mindless violence but I don’t 
want to confuse) corporate and political hypocrisy, the 
futility of voting, addiction, police murdering innocent 
civilians and a really touching tribute to Warren ‘Spider’ 
Hasting with the Pied Piper of Punk Rock, in fact THE 
RESTARTS dedicate their side of the LP to Spider. Both 
sides are straight through fist pumpers to make you 
think, piss you off and entertain. This is a great split re¬ 
lease with two fabulously brilliant punk bands, (stinkbot) 
www.rodentpopsicle.com II www.crashassailantrecords.com 
www.myspace.com/mdc II www.restarts.co.uk 

MOUTH SEWN SHUT-2009 LP 

It’s nice to see that there is still 
a place for a punk band to in¬ 
fuse ska into their sound. Re¬ 
member the early ‘90s when 
the “thing” was playing crappy 
bubblegum pop punk ska? It 
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IN DEFENCE kicks off their side of the record with 
Wish You Weren’t Here, a blistering kick on the face 
aimed at the loafing lazy shit what swings by and never 
leaves, or helps create an atmosphere conducive to 
punk rock cohesion. I.E. doesn’t clean up, or help just 
lays around drinking themselves stupid. Harsh lyrics 
well crafted at the leeches killing ‘the scene’. The record 
blazes on with / H80sdanceoartays. Well, the title spells 
out what the songs about and is cleverly crafted with 
the perfect amount of speed and venom to keep even 
the most dire, gloomy punk within earshot bouncing off 
the walls and giggling with spastic posihardcore glee. In 
the interest of full disclosure I’m a sucker for a fancy hat 
dance party and if the music is New Wave all the bet¬ 
ter but I see their point. H80sdanceoartays. surges on 
splitting between 80’s HxC and metal and urges one to 
not stage dive to a CD nor circle pit to a disc jockey. Is 
this happening in the less informed art circles? The final 
IN DEFENCE track on this 7” is Rock Against Guyliner. 
This song should be considered a Public Service An¬ 
nouncement, in fact I’ll write my local official to make it 
so. Guyliner starts off as though t’were a monumental 
sludge track and then kicks into the snarky, fast hard¬ 
core that makes IN DEFENCE such an infectious band. 
Again, brilliantly switching between speedcore punk 
and crusty metal taking potshots at those who deserve 
it most. Posers. 

MOTHER SPEED is a lickety split, clean sounding 
hardcore band from Southern California and holy shit do 
they live up to their name. It’s like the best of CIRCLE 
JERKS and BLACK FLAG only really good. And even 
better they’re funny as hell! MOTHER SPEED’S side of 
the record launches out of the shoot with A Boy and 
His Blob, a short tale of masturbatory anti-socialism. 
Wyld Side is a fast, blast of anti humanity that warns 
of nature’s coming demise at the hands of the planet’s 
most selfish creature. Man...deep right? Dudeside As¬ 
sistance sings the praises of a fella who might be the 
world’s greatest dude. Someone who can always slake 
the thirst of his friends, procure joints and fix tour vans. 
This gentleman is someone to know. The disc is round¬ 
ed out by the epic Bong Remains The Same. A classic 
rock track sure to please any sludge loving hessier. It 
cooks, it rocks, it has solos and shit. Pretty fucking cool 
if I do say so myself. 

This is a record that screams RAD from the roof¬ 
tops and gets me going every time I give it a listen. The 
cover for this 7” is a fold out color poster designed by 
Jeremy HUSH Clark, it has everything! Skulls, chain¬ 
saws and the wax is hella rad! 

This record is a split release from Here’s Your Warning / 
World Won’t Listen / Mullet Death Records / Party Time re¬ 
cords. Contact IN DEFENCE here: http://www.mvsDace.com/ 
indefence and MOTHER SPEED here: http://www.myspace. 
com/motherspeed. The record can be attained from this 
website v yww .a ng e lfir e.CQm /ill/mQthgrg p ^ d for $5.50 ppd 


siraignt up oia scnooi power violence wun upaaiea pro¬ 
duction. Short fast and loud, like it should be. As an 
added bonus, they throw in BAD BRAINS ‘Right Bri¬ 
gade’ as a hidden bonus track. (Jacob) 
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INSTINCT OF SURVIVAL - North of Nowhere... LP 

This is one of the best records 
that has come out in a long 
time. Seriously. Most records 
that come out these days are 
fairly mundane, and unim¬ 
pressive, but not this one, this 
is right up my alley! This is to¬ 
tally brutal stench-core. These 
dudes from Germany have re¬ 
leased a real stormer here. It’s got everything that 
makes a great crust record, galloping drums complete 
with double-bass, metal-as-fuck guitars, a lot of reverb 
on the vocals, and tons of heavy gloom and doom. They 
draw influence from all the great stench bands of the 
past, with some extra thrash metal, and death metal 
thrown in for good measure. The recording is clean, and 
the sound is tight! Not a single complaint on this one. 
The record it’s self is equally well done, with a gatefold 
sleeve featuring artwork by Steve from VISIONS OF 
WAR. It comes with a color fold out poster, and the re¬ 
cord is on beautiful marbled maroon and black vinyl. 
These guys were great before on their split EP with 
GUIDED CRADLE, and their Winter In My Mind EP, but 
this record takes it to a whole new level. I defy you to 
listen to this record and not head bang along with every 
gallop, (righteous) 

World Funeral / 3429 15th Ave South / Seattle, WA 98144 

KALASHNIKOV Living in a Psycho-Caos Era LP 

Self proclaimed romantic punx 
from Italy are back with an¬ 
other scorcher of a release. 
Formed in 1996 and continu¬ 
ing on today, this band of an- 
archo punks continue to prog¬ 
ress with musicianship, 
production and writing outside 
the lines of punk rock that not 
only showcases some of the anger but also its beauty. 
This female led collective of musicians have an infec¬ 
tious knack for playing music that is exciting and emo¬ 
tive. I can listen to their releases on repeat and never 
get tired. On this release, the opening track comes 
charging out of your speakers and makes you want to 
dance with wild abandonment. Other tracks are moody 
and reflective of sadder times. Not understanding the 
language of Italian, they paint a picture in my imagina¬ 
tion of the after effects of apocalypse but with a sense of 
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pictures of them playing European squats, they do, after 
all, call Germany home. They deliver their brand of punk 
in their native tongue but I was happy to see they had 
English translations in the accompanying booklet as 
well as explanations of each song. KELLERASSELN 
tackle such topics as gender roles, capitalism, patrio¬ 
tism, judgments within the punk scene and Nazism 
(more on that in a minute). Booze Song questions the 
importance of alcohol abuse in the punk scene while not 
promoting a straight-edge stance. This is a topic I feel 
close to as I struggle to go drink free (8 months!). My 
Oven addresses the manufacturing and efficiency of the 
gas ovens used to exterminate Jews is WWII. This is an 
interesting and fresh angle to address the atrocities the 
Nazi’s committed and the “just following orders” mind¬ 
set. Coped w/ History addresses the attempts of their 
fellow Germans to forget about the past of their country 
and the deaths of six million Jews, sinti, Romans and 
others by trying to equalize the holocaust by emphasiz¬ 
ing the air raids of the allies on Dresden and the dis¬ 
placement of Germans post WWII. Pretty heavy duty 
stuff here kids. In summary, the music is good, not 
great, but their message is very cutting while tackling 
standard punk topics but also asks the punk community 
to look in the mirror. Overall very fresh, empowering and 
inspiring! (Clusterfux Josh) 

SM Musik / Kotz Brocken Records 

THE LIMIT - Smash It! EP 7” 

Wow!!! One hell of a ripping 11 
song EP from this Italian 
band. The songs are mostly 
fast, with the odd melodic 
tuneful riff thrown in here and 
there - which give the songs a 
great build up and then a fury 
of unrelenting, adrenalin rip¬ 
ping fury is spewed forth. 
They have a totally 80’s sound, but because these guys 
can write great songs their sound is fresh and totally 
hardcore punk to the max. Taking influences from MI¬ 
NOR THREAT, POISON IDEA, YOUTH OF TODAY, 
NEGAZIONE, VITAMIN X, KILL YOUR IDOLS and 
making a sound that is their very own. These guys hate 
religion, boy do they hate it. I can totally understand the 
hatred as they are from Italy and well, that’s where the 
Vatican is - so it makes real sense. A fantastic record for 
sure, make sure you hear these guys and buy this. Only 
300 copies made, 200 on black, 50 on green and 50 on 
cyan. (Mel Hughes) 

www.myspace.com/hangedmanrecords 

www.myspace.com/thelimithc 


you mar* my warns; ana aoesn i lei up Tor an instant. 
MDC blazes through seven tracks with songs about pol¬ 
lution, chemical dependency and the prison system 
(and a track dedicated to change the minds of those 
who see prison as a right of passage). MDC prove that 
even after thirty years they’re still serious about inform¬ 
ing us punk folks about some of the deadly serious 
havoc being wreaked by the monsters in charge and the 
damage caused by the lies they spread. The band that 
taught us how to make tofu spaghetti continues to jam 
their collective middle finger at those who try to keep us 
in line (and hopefully inspire you to do the same). It’s all 
new material and it’s totally relevant and it’ll rock your 
ass. 

THE RESTARTS side of the record starts with 
another kick to the rubber parts. A raging anti-religious 
ditty called Backward. The band and hit on topics like 
senseless violence (I’d say mindless violence but I don’t 
want to confuse) corporate and political hypocrisy, the 
futility of voting, addiction, police murdering innocent 
civilians and a really touching tribute to Warren ‘Spider’ 
Hasting with the Pied Piper of Punk Rock, in fact THE 
RESTARTS dedicate their side of the LP to Spider. Both 
sides are straight through fist pumpers to make you 
think, piss you off and entertain. This is a great split re¬ 
lease with two fabulously brilliant punk bands, (stinkbot) 
www.rodentpopsicle.com II www.crashassailantrecords.com 
www.myspace.com/mdc II www.restarts.co.uk 

MOUTH SEWN SHUT - 2009 LP 

It’s nice to see that there is still 
a place for a punk band to in¬ 
fuse ska into their sound. Re¬ 
member the early ‘90s when 
the “thing” was playing crappy 
bubblegum pop punk ska? It 
sounded like a bunch of whin¬ 
ing over 10Omph creaky bed- 
springs! Thankfully there are a 
couple of bands like MOUTH SEWN SHUT that have 
been successful blending those styles for a few years 
now and adding some much needed grit to the mix. How 
could you not like raging crusty doom shadowed ska? 
Now, saying that, this release is a little less ska and a 
little more punk than Doomed Future Today 2010’s 
2009 is the band’s third full length album to date with 14 
tracks of scathing political commentary and venomous 
personal rants to get your blood boiling while tearing up 
the dance floor (or living room floor). I Refuse is one of 
my lyrically favorites on here, because it calls out the 
addiction culture that we are all too familiar with, wheth¬ 
er it’s ourselves or some close to us. And for all you ‘eat 
people not animals’ types (myself included), Pro Nature 
- Anti Human is pretty right on calling out people for 
mindlessly using up resources, brutalizing animals and 
poisoning the planet. This album is completely on point 
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of nature’s coming demise at the hands of the planet’s 
most selfish creature. Man...deep right? Dudeside As¬ 
sistance sings the praises of a fella who might be the 
world’s greatest dude. Someone who can always slake 
the thirst of his friends, procure joints and fix tour vans. 
This gentleman is someone to know. The disc is round¬ 
ed out by the epic Bong Remains The Same. A classic 
rock track sure to please any sludge loving hessier. It 
cooks, it rocks, it has solos and shit. Pretty fucking cool 
if I do say so myself. 

This is a record that screams RAD from the roof¬ 
tops and gets me going every time I give it a listen. The 
cover for this 7” is a fold out color poster designed by 
Jeremy HUSH Clark, it has everything! Skulls, chain¬ 
saws and the wax is hella rad! 

This record is a split release from Here’s Your Warning / 
World Won’t Listen / Mullet Death Records / Party Time re¬ 
cords. Contact IN DEFENCE here: http://www.myspace.com/ 
indefence and MOTHER SPEED here: http://www.myspace. 
com/mothers peed. The record can be attained from this 
website yy ww .a pgglfir e.cQm /il l/ m p thgrg p g ed for $ 5.50 ppd 


KALASHNIKOV Living in a Psycho-Caos Era LP 

Self proclaimed romantic punx 
from Italy are back with an¬ 
other scorcher of a release. 
Formed in 1996 and continu¬ 
ing on today, this band of an- 
archo punks continue to prog¬ 
ress with musicianship, 
production and writing outside 
the lines of punk rock that not 
only showcases some of the anger but also its beauty. 
This female led collective of musicians have an infec¬ 
tious knack for playing music that is exciting and emo¬ 
tive. I can listen to their releases on repeat and never 
get tired. On this release, the opening track comes 
charging out of your speakers and makes you want to 
dance with wild abandonment. Other tracks are moody 
and reflective of sadder times. Not understanding the 
language of Italian, they paint a picture in my imagina¬ 
tion of the after effects of apocalypse but with a sense of 


there - which give the songs a 
great build up and then a fury 
of unrelenting, adrenalin rip¬ 
ping fury is spewed forth. 
They have a totally 80’s sound, but because these guys 
can write great songs their sound is fresh and totally 
hardcore punk to the max. Taking influences from MI¬ 
NOR THREAT, POISON IDEA, YOUTH OF TODAY, 
NEGAZIONE, VITAMIN X, KILL YOUR IDOLS and 
making a sound that is their very own. These guys hate 
religion, boy do they hate it. I can totally understand the 
hatred as they are from Italy and well, that’s where the 
Vatican is - so it makes real sense. A fantastic record for 
sure, make sure you hear these guys and buy this. Only 
300 copies made, 200 on black, 50 on green and 50 on 
cyan. (Mel Hughes) 

www.myspace.com/hangedmanrecords 

www.myspace.com/thelimithc 


sounded like a bunch of whin¬ 
ing over 10Omph creaky bed- 
springs! Thankfully there are a 
couple of bands like MOUTH SEWN SHUT that have 
been successful blending those styles for a few years 
now and adding some much needed grit to the mix. How 
could you not like raging crusty doom shadowed ska? 
Now, saying that, this release is a little less ska and a 
little more punk than Doomed Future Today. 2010’s 
2009 is the band’s third full length album to date with 14 
tracks of scathing political commentary and venomous 
personal rants to get your blood boiling while tearing up 
the dance floor (or living room floor). I Refuse is one of 
my lyrically favorites on here, because it calls out the 
addiction culture that we are all too familiar with, wheth¬ 
er it’s ourselves or some close to us. And for all you ‘eat 
people not animals’ types (myself included), Pro Nature 
- Anti Human is pretty right on calling out people for 
mindlessly using up resources, brutalizing animals and 
poisoning the planet. This album is completely on point 
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lyrically. The studio mix is perfect, though the recording 
quality is a little on the rough side, but it adds to aggres¬ 
sive nature and charm of 2009. Though the cover isn’t 
all that exciting, the chaos photo gallery inside more 
than makes up for it. If you have a turntable, you should 
get your hands on the vinyl. 400 opaque yellow, 300 half 
opaque yellow/half black and black and white on yellow 
splatter vinyl. (Jacob) 

Rodent Popsicle Records / PO Box 1143 / Allston, MA 02143 
USA II www.rodentpopsicle.com 

NUX VOMICA Asleep in the Ashes CD 

Brutal from the first moment I 
hit play, the rumbling perfect 
drum beats and screaming, 
growly vocals remind me at 
once that I am listening to the 
one and only NUX VOMICA 
Haunting guitar riffs coat thick 
rhythmic backgrounds, while 
multiple growls, tempo chang¬ 
es, and stylistic fusion make this Portland, Oregon band 
uniquely amazing to listen to! This epic 2nd full length 
clocks in at about an hour long, and takes us through 
ferocious twists of crusty punk rock, thrashy metal, and 
postmodern psychadelia. Somber turns of gloomy 
sludge pair with not-to-be-forgotten drops of doom to 
round the ensemble out. Recorded at the Jam Room in 
South Carolina (read: MOONSHINE, KYLESA, BAR¬ 
ONESS) the sound quality is fantastic. With full color 
artwork from Jason Angst to boot- this record is a slam 
dunk. If Baltimore and Portland could have a baby, I 
think its cries in the middle of the night would sound like 
Asleep in the Ashes. (Maygun) 

Aborted Society / 1122 E Pike Street, Seattle, WA 98122 II 
w w w .abg r te d g pg i g ty. PQm 

NUX VOMICA/ THE MAKAI- split 10” 

First of all, upon pulling the re¬ 
cord from its sleeve you are 
met with a cream, black, and 
grey splattered slab of vinyl. 
Like a record collector’s candy 
shop, the colored vinyl is al¬ 
ways tasty. Unfortunately there 
is no insert provided for me to 
pour over, no lyrics to read or 
reference. This 10” offers a song apiece by each band 
and I would LOVE to know what we are talking about 
here! Alas, have to go on aural observation alone... 

THE MAKAI give us an epic tale titled “Rise of the 
Olympians”. Dual vocals weave between cryptic lows to 
a high pitch rage that complement each other as well as 
their positioning in the song itself. Stylistically, the tune 
covers much ground with fluid movement. Elements of 
Tragedy-esque metallic/melodic guitars prod prominently 
with a smarter of full on metal fret wizardry. Drums duck 
and punch D-beat, cymbal smacking doom, and double 
bass black metal, all at different points without sounding 
the least bit dicey and chopped. All flavors of THE MAKAI 
presentation make for a heavy gut pleasing stew. 

NUX VOMICA give us Wealth of Agony, a charged 
metalpunk anthem that takes the listener on an aural 
journey of mania and introspection. Metal laced guitars 
fuel this tank, the bass keeps it rhythmically oiled, and 
the drums lay pedal-to-the-floor crustmetal beats bal¬ 
anced with cruise controlled cadence. The vocals sound 
the engine of the beast; sore and soaring, dirty and dir- 
gy, vile and victorious... Wealth of Agony travels in three 




meets SUFFOCATION meets EZRA and go from there. 
The band slays with heavy-ass blast beats, knarly grunted 
vokills, technical guitar riffage and one killer mix. Too think 
these songs were written and recorded so long ago blows 
my mind. This retrospective collection (includes MOTLEY 
CRUE and OZZY covers) can stand toe to toe with the 
bigger death metal bands of today, no question about it. 
Also included for shits and giggles is a sweet DVD chroni¬ 
cling some of the bands live performances, all done on an 

old school handy-cam.footage is sometimes raw but 

worthwhile for the die-hard death metal fans that wanna 
take a peek at what shit was likel 0-15 years ago. This is 
highly recommended. (LawLess) 

Mortal Music II Mortal-music.com 
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RAW NOISE - System Never CD 

Yes!!! RAW NOISE returns 
with a brand spankin’ new full 
length on Low Life/MCR Com¬ 
pany! For those of you un¬ 
aware, RAW NOISE is a sister 
project to EXTREME NOISE 
TERROR, sharing members 
and similar audio sensibilities 
since their start in 1983. With 
the return of Dean Jones on this release, RAW NOISE 
are back, angrier, and more furious than ever. Twelve 
tracks of punishing crustpunk with a really solid produc¬ 
tion, System Never picks right up where the Stench of 
Death 10” left off. There’s nothing particularly new RAW 
NOISE is doing now than before, it’s just louder with a 
better recording! Artwork is a little digital for my taste, 
but otherwise a welcome return. (Rob Hanna) 

MCR Company /157 Kamiagu Maizuru / Kyoto 624-0913 Japan 


REJECT - Fight for Existence CD 


Nagoya City, Japan is the city 
of origin for this 5 piece who 
have a heavy worship of UK 
82 punk rock down to their 
dress. Leather jackets with 
studs, spikey hair and flair 
makes them looks like a pic¬ 
ture straight off the Punk and 
Disorderly comp. Made me 
think this was going to be a street punk band or the like. 
But I was definitely wrong on that assumption. Fast and 
furious punk that gives me early memories of bands like 
DISORDER and CHAOS UK for moments and on oth¬ 
ers, maybe due to the production, I’m thinking it sounds 
a lot like the BATTALION OF SAINTS. The production is 
clean and not blown out as I would as expected. The 
guitars are very bright and clean sounding. The bass 
guitar is the driving force with solid low tones punching 
through the mix. The drums have a very “live” sound to 
them. I like that during the moments when they are go¬ 
ing for a noisy approach, they still keep their toes on the 
line without falling apart. When they are delving into 
more mid tempo territory, the music is precise and con¬ 
trolled. 6 tracks in 10 minutes are all you are going to 
get. Like they are going to beat your ass and not stand 
around waiting to see if you are okay. (Donofthedead) 
MCR Company /157 Kamiagu Maizuru / Kyoto 624-0913 Japan 



RIP IT UP / STRESSED OUT - split 7” EP 



Another bloody great split 7”. 
RIP IT UP from New Jersey 
(home of some incredible sXe 
hardcore bands down the 


SHORT CHANGED - s/t CD 

Full-speed-ahead, blazing, 
skate core from the Land of 
Oaks! Do they have a lot of 
oak trees in Oakland? I didn’t 
see any. The last time I was 
there I don’t know if I even 
saw any trees. I did get some 
good Chinese food though. 
Back to the action!! This disc 
rips! I was gonna pick it up but just as luck would have 
it, there it was in the review pile. Stoked! I even had one 
of their songs on my myspace page for awhile. Shouted, 
just shy of a scream, vocals in the Jake Filth style, 
screech out over fast- tempoed-hardcore skater punk 
fucken’ rock!!! SHORT CHANGED are reminiscent of a 
time when it was all just punk rock! These mofo’s would 
have been very at home on any one of the early Thrash¬ 
er SkateRock comps of the 80’s and bring to mind so 
many bands (DOGGY STYLE, ADRENALIN OD, CIR¬ 
CLE JERKS, POISON IDEA, etc). Too many bands 
miss the mark when they attack this style of hardcore 
but S.C. fucken’ own it! The lyrics even do a great job of 
capturing the angst of being young in a degenerating 
world without taking themselves too seriously. Young, 
pissed off and drunk! The key ingredients of classic US 
Hardcore. Don’t forget the skateboards dude! (Cluster- 
fuxjosh) 

Rodent Popsicle Records / PO Box 1143 / Allston, MA 02134 



SPASTIC PANTHERS / THE THROWAWAYS 
split EP 



The SPASTIC PANTHERS 
are the mutated brainchild of 
Dan Izzo, formerly of the 
SHEGLANK’D SHOULDERS 
and the MOTHER FUCKERS. 
When the SHOULDERS end¬ 
ed up getting sheglank’d for 
good (er...breaking up), Dan 
got his old bassist Todd, and 
then proceeded to kidnap the rhythm section from the 
now-defunct ANTISOCIAL CLUB. Todd moved to guitar, 
and here we are: the second release from the PAN¬ 
THERS. If you’ve never heard this band before (and if 
you don’t live in western Canada or listen to my pod¬ 
cast, you probably haven’t), think of classic 80s punk 
with the best bass player you’ve ever heard. CIRCLE 
JERKS meets NOMEANSNO, perhaps? 

Their side of this split EP is even more . uh... 
spastic than their debut 7”. Four tracks in under five 
minutes. The standout here is the first track, “(I’m Gon¬ 
na) Punch You In The Dink”, which is a sentiment that 
I’ve shared many a time. If you want to get a feel for 
Niall’s killer bass styles, check out the third track, “Outta 
Control”. Technical bass without sounding forced or out 
of place. 

On the flipside, we have the garagey-power pop 
sounds of the THROWAWAYS. Okay, this probably 
won’t appeal to the average reader of Profane Exis¬ 
tence. Personally though, I think this band is awesome. 
Raw, unpolished bursts of power-pop...but totally fuck¬ 
ing punk. Who can I name-drop that the average PE 
reader would know? Urn... they sound like the TRAN- 
ZMITORS (that is, if the TRANZMITORS were a three- 
piece with two female vocalist/guitarists, had no bassist, 
sounded more raw and fuzzed-out... shit, that compari¬ 
son doesn’t work...). Okay, let’s not compare here. The 

THROWAWAYS aren’t for ewervnne hut I hinhlu rprnm. 


done it up and TETSU ARREY aren’t any different. They 
play excellently executed Burning Spirits style punk 
rock in the vein of PAINTBOX and DEATHSIDE. There 
is full on VAN HALEN riffage, I swore the track “Bitch” 
was “Hot for Teacher” when it started. These guys play 
super amped up, hyper punk rock with flying hard rock 
riffing, and great breakdowns. The energy doesn’t stop 
through the entire record. Once the needle drops you 
better be fucking ready! 

This bootleg LP was released by some anony¬ 
mous South American label, distributed by Crow Music 
in Austria, and is limited to 543 copies on marble wax. 
It’s a total fucking rager! Usually these bootlegs sound 
like shit and have crappy reproduced or complexly 
different artwork but this release has incredible sound 
quality and the artwork looks legit. 

I have no idea how many of these are left but I’m 
glad I got one. There isn’t a bad track on this record. 
(JasonS) 

www.crowmusic.com II crowmusic@gmx.net 

by Human Filth EP7” 

It just so happens that I am 
reviewing one of the best 
slabs of vinyl to come out of 
Calgary, Canada in a long 
time. And I can safely say that 
too, considering I was born 
and raised in Calgary, and in 
fact still live and breathe here. 
Considering the environment 
and surroundings of this city, it’s rather amazing that a 
band like WAKE didn’t creep up earlier. Don’t let the 
cover art fool you - this isn’t some weird art band, or 
some dodgy nu-metal crap. This EP is eleven minutes 
of pure seething hate. This could be the last thing we all 
hear as our city crumbles and burns. 

Am I exaggerating a little bit? Not really. Fact of 
the matter is, our punk scene really hasn’t had a band 
like this before. We’ve never had a crushing combina¬ 
tion of technical grindcore and epic neo-crust (or dark 
hardcore, or whatever we’re calling it this week). 

Side A starts off with a creepy sample-laden in¬ 
strumental track which sets the mood. Dark, slightly 
melodic, almost sludgy. This is where guitarist Sergey’s 
former band SNAKE MOUNTAIN sort of sneaks in. And 
then, before you know it, three tracks of thundering 
grind finish off the rest of the A side. 

The second side is a bit different, in that it only 
has one track, which starts off in the grind direction, but 
quickly becomes something else entirely. This would be 
more of the epic-crust filtering in, reminding us more of 
TRAGEDY than of NASUM. I find that very few bands 
can successfully pull off two very different subgenres on 
the same recording, let alone live, but when it’s done 
well, it’s done very well. Here is no exception. In fact, 
the B-side track (Cannibal Design) is my favorite track 
on the entire EP. WAKE is part of a new phase of the 
Calgary punk scene, and one of the bands that will help 
put this city on the international DIY punk map. (Inbred) 
h ttp ;/ /w w w.m y? pa ce.com / purwak e; wak e@sa fe-mail.net 

WAR TRASH / WHATSHAME split 7” 

San Francisco is home to the 
tp&f XXWSlt first band on this split ’o wax, 

WAR TRASH. WAR TRASH 
l|||||||| come busting out the gates 

^ with some fast paced, blown 

out crust ala DISCLOSE. SDS 



WAKE - Surrounded 























artwork from Jason Angst to boot- this record Is a slam 
dunk. If Baltimore and Portland could have a baby, I 
think its cries in the middle of the night would sound like 
Asleep in the Ashes. (Maygun) 

Aborted Society / 1122 E Pike Street, Seattle, WA 98122 II 


NUX VOMICA/ THE MAKAI- split 10” 

First of all, upon pulling the re¬ 
cord from its sleeve you are 
met with a cream, black, and 
grey splattered slab of vinyl. 
Like a record collector’s candy 
shop, the colored vinyl is al¬ 
ways tasty. Unfortunately there 
is no insert provided for me to 
pour over, no lyrics to read or 
reference. This 10” offers a song apiece by each band 
and I would LOVE to know what we are talking about 
here! Alas, have to go on aural observation alone... 

THE MAKAI give us an epic tale titled “Rise of the 
Olympians”. Dual vocals weave between cryptic lows to 
a high pitch rage that complement each other as well as 
their positioning in the song itself. Stylistically, the tune 
covers much ground with fluid movement. Elements of 
Tragedy-esque metallic/melodic guitars prod prominently 
with a smarter of full on metal fret wizardry. Drums duck 
and punch D-beat, cymbal smacking doom, and double 
bass black metal, all at different points without sounding 
the least bit dicey and chopped. All flavors of THE MAKAI 
presentation make for a heavy gut pleasing stew. 

NUX VOMICA give us Wealth of Agony, a charged 
metalpunk anthem that takes the listener on an aural 
journey of mania and introspection. Metal laced guitars 
fuel this tank, the bass keeps it rhythmically oiled, and 
the drums lay pedal-to-the-floor crustmetal beats bal¬ 
anced with cruise controlled cadence. The vocals sound 
the engine of the beast; sore and soaring, dirty and dir- 
gy, vile and victorious... Wealth of Agony travels in three 
directions, initially slaying it South, evening out of the 
plains of an instrumental bridge, and charging full speed 
ahead once again, up and up. This is a solid piece of 
crusty doom. Recommended. (Hatchet) 

Dysphoria Distro/ www.dvsphoriadistro.com 



OPPRESSOR - The Solstice of Agony and 
Corrosion CD and DVD 


Unholy hell, somebody finally 
thought it a good idea to gather 
some of the now defunct death 
metal bad-asses OPPRES¬ 
SOR’S back catalog (off the 3 
studio albums), re-master it 
(fine job done by DEATH’S 
James Murphy) and unleash 
this beast on an unsuspecting 
world! YES!! This band was active from 1991-1999 in Chi¬ 
cago and was mega influential to some of today’s best in 
this genre. Think along the lines of MORBID ANGEL 



NOISE is doing now than before, it’s just louder with a 
better recording! Artwork is a little digital for my taste, 
but otherwise a welcome return. (Rob Hanna) 

MCR Company /157 Kamiagu Maizuru / Kyoto 624-0913 Japan 

REJECT - Fight for Existence CD 

Nagoya City, Japan is the city 
of origin for this 5 piece who 
have a heavy worship of UK 
82 punk rock down to their 
dress. Leather jackets with 
studs, spikey hair and flair 
makes them looks like a pic¬ 
ture straight off the Punk and 
Disorderly comp. Made me 
think this was going to be a street punk band or the like. 
But I was definitely wrong on that assumption. Fast and 
furious punk that gives me early memories of bands like 
DISORDER and CHAOS UK for moments and on oth¬ 
ers, maybe due to the production, I’m thinking it sounds 
a lot like the BATTALION OF SAINTS. The production is 
clean and not blown out as I would as expected. The 
guitars are very bright and clean sounding. The bass 
guitar is the driving force with solid low tones punching 
through the mix. The drums have a very “live” sound to 
them. I like that during the moments when they are go¬ 
ing for a noisy approach, they still keep their toes on the 
line without falling apart. When they are delving into 
more mid tempo territory, the music is precise and con¬ 
trolled. 6 tracks in 10 minutes are all you are going to 
get. Like they are going to beat your ass and not stand 
around waiting to see if you are okay. (Donofthedead) 
MCR Company /157 Kamiagu Maizuru / Kyoto 624-0913 Japan 

RIP IT UP / STRESSED OUT - split 7” EP 

Another bloody great split 7”. 
RIP IT UP from New Jersey 
(home of some incredible sXe 
hardcore bands down the 
years) and these guys really 
rip it up (no pun intended, ha, 
ha). 4 songs, that are fast and 
the odd heavy bit here and 
there. I catch influences from 
the likes of SIEGE, BLACK FLAG, RORSCHACH - 
which an excellent mix to say the least. The songs are 
powerful, angry and full of blasts of spat hardcore fury 
with straightedge sensibilities. STRESSED OUT (RIP) 
were also from New Jersey and have since split up 
since this EP came out. Which is a shame as they were 
friggin ace. If you have ever heard GERIATRIC UNIT 
from the UK, well they sound exactly like them - no lie. 
Like early TOUCH & GO stuff, mixed with POISON 
IDEA and early DISCHORD stuff - ace. Their lyrics dead 
with being out of step with society amongst other things. 
Excellent split. (Mel Hughes) 

Self released. 

www.myspace.com/stressedoutnj II 
www.myspace.com/xripitupx 




SPASTIC PANTHERS / THE THROWAWAYS 

The SPASTIC PANTHERS 
are the mutated brainchild of 
Dan Izzo, formerly of the 
SHEGLANK’D SHOULDERS 
and the MOTHER FUCKERS. 
When the SHOULDERS end¬ 
ed up getting sheglank’d for 
good (er...breaking up), Dan 
got his old bassist Todd, and 
then proceeded to kidnap the rhythm section from the 
now-defunct ANTISOCIAL CLUB. Todd moved to guitar, 
and here we are: the second release from the PAN¬ 
THERS. If you’ve never heard this band before (and if 
you don’t live in western Canada or listen to my pod¬ 
cast, you probably haven’t), think of classic 80s punk 
with the best bass player you’ve ever heard. CIRCLE 
JERKS meets NOMEANSNO, perhaps? 

Their side of this split EP is even more...uh... 
spastic than their debut 7”. Four tracks in under five 
minutes. The standout here is the first track, “(I’m Gon¬ 
na) Punch You In The Dink”, which is a sentiment that 
I’ve shared many a time. If you want to get a feel for 
Niall’s killer bass styles, check out the third track, “Outta 
Control”. Technical bass without sounding forced or out 
of place. 

On the flipside, we have the garagey-power pop 
sounds of the THROWAWAYS. Okay, this probably 
won’t appeal to the average reader of Profane Exis¬ 
tence. Personally though, I think this band is awesome. 
Raw, unpolished bursts of power-pop...but totally fuck¬ 
ing punk. Who can I name-drop that the average PE 
reader would know? Urn... they sound like the TRAN- 
ZMITORS (that is, if the TRANZMITORS were a three- 
piece with two female vocalist/guitarists, had no bassist, 
sounded more raw and fuzzed-out... shit, that compari¬ 
son doesn’t work...). Okay, let’s not compare here. The 
THROWAWAYS aren’t for everyone, but I highly recom¬ 
mend rocking out to their side of the split. It’s simple, 
poppy punk, and even the most dour, jaded old crusty 
should get infected by their energy and awesome fun 
sound. So there. 

Oh, and it comes on red and black spotted vinyl. I 
hear that’s pretty important too. (Inbred) 

Handsome Dan Records: hM:././ymw. handspme d anr e co rd § , 
com 

TETSU ARREY ■ 1st LP (bootleg) 

Apparently this record fell 
through the cracks after it’s 
release almost twenty years 
ago. I’m not a one hundred 
percent sure but, I think this 
came out in 1991 and, except 
for tape trades, hasn’t seen 
the light of day since then. 

The Japanese have always 


Considering the environment 
and surroundings of this city, it’s rather amazing that a 
band like WAKE didn’t creep up earlier. Don’t let the 
cover art fool you - this isn’t some weird art band, or 
some dodgy nu-metal crap. This EP is eleven minutes 
of pure seething hate. This could be the last thing we all 
hear as our city crumbles and burns. 

Am I exaggerating a little bit? Not really. Fact of 
the matter is, our punk scene really hasn’t had a band 
like this before. We’ve never had a crushing combina¬ 
tion of technical grindcore and epic neo-crust (or dark 
hardcore, or whatever we’re calling it this week). 

Side A starts off with a creepy sample-laden in¬ 
strumental track which sets the mood. Dark, slightly 
melodic, almost sludgy. This is where guitarist Sergey’s 
former band SNAKE MOUNTAIN sort of sneaks in. And 
then, before you know it, three tracks of thundering 
grind finish off the rest of the A side. * 

The second side is a bit different, in that it only 
has one track, which starts off in the grind direction, but 
quickly becomes something else entirely. This would be 
more of the epic-crust filtering in, reminding us more of 
TRAGEDY than of NASUM. I find that very few bands 
can successfully pull off two very different subgenres on 
the same recording, let alone live, but when it’s done 
well, it’s done very well. Here is no exception. In fact, 
the B-side track (Cannibal Design) is my favorite track 
on the entire EP. WAKE is part of a new phase of the 
Calgary punk scene, and one of the bands that will help 
put this city on the international DIY punk map. (Inbred) 
h ttp; //yy w w.mysp a ce,c o g3/oumake; w a.ke @ saf e T m ail .n?t 

WAR TRASH / WHATSHAME split 7” 

San Francisco is home to the 
first band on this split ‘o wax, 
WAR TRASH. WAR TRASH 
come busting out the gates 
with some fast paced, blown 
out crust ala DISCLOSE. SDS 
also comes to mind as they rip 
through these 4 energetic, 
crusty D-Beat anthems. WAR 
TRASH employ the simple D-Beat lyric structure made 
famous by DISCHARGE. Try these lyrics out: “Humans 
turn to gas, thermonuclear attack. Nothing survives, no 
one remains. It’s the end! Inevitable result of man’s stu¬ 
pidity/ Final Solution to human disease.” Fuck yea! This 
is the song Ground Zero. WHATSHAME claims side two 
and call Los Angeles home. They recorded their side 
back in ’08! WS blazes through 3 more crust explosions 
(With No Regret, Pissed Off, and Fit to Lead) at a frantic 
pace. Dual vocals, the classic growl and screech, de¬ 
liver over the frantic D-Beat din. While W.T. do have lyr¬ 
ics in the sleeve WS does not. The overall layout is the 
classic, stark, black and white photos and artwork we 
normally associate with this type of music. I think this 
seven inch has been around for a little while and was 
something I was already thinking about picking up, so I 
was a little extra excited when I found it in the box for 
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gy, vile and victorious. Wealth of Agony travels in three 
directions, initially slaying it South, evening out of the 
plains of an instrumental bridge, and charging full speed 
ahead once again, up and up. This is a solid piece of 
crusty doom. Recommended. (Hatchet) 

Dysphoria Distro/ www.dvsDhoriadistro.com 

OPPRESSOR - The Solstice of Agony and 
Corrosion CD and DVD 

Unholy hell, somebody finally 
thought it a good idea to gather 
some of the now defunct death 
metal bad-asses OPPRES¬ 
SOR’S back catalog (off the 3 
studio albums), re-master it 
(fine job done by DEATH’S 
James Murphy) and unleash 
this beast on an unsuspecting 
world! YES!! This band was active from 1991-1999 in Chi¬ 
cago and was mega influential to some of today’s best in 
this genre. Think along the lines of MORBID ANGEL 


hardcore bands down the 

years) and these guys really 
rip it up (no pun intended, ha, 
ha). 4 songs, that are fast and 
the odd heavy bit here and 
there. I catch influences from 
the likes of SIEGE, BLACK FLAG, RORSCHACH - 
which an excellent mix to say the least. The songs are 
powerful, angry and full of blasts of spat hardcore fury 
with straightedge sensibilities. STRESSED OUT (RIP) 
were also from New Jersey and have since split up 
since this EP came out. Which is a shame as they were 
friggin ace. If you have ever heard GERIATRIC UNIT 
from the UK, well they sound exactly like them - no lie. 
Like early TOUCH & GO stuff, mixed with POISON 
IDEA and early DISCHORD stuff - ace. Their lyrics dead 
with being out of step with society amongst other things. 
Excellent split. (Mel Hughes) 

Self released. 

www.myspace.com/stressedoutnj II 
www.myspace.com/xripitupx 
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THROWAWAYS aren't for everyone, but I highly recom¬ 
mend rocking out to their side of the split. It’s simple, 
poppy punk, and even the most dour, jaded old crusty 
should get infected by their energy and awesome fun 
sound. So there. 

Oh, and it comes on red and black spotted vinyl. I 
hear that’s pretty important too. (Inbred) 

Handsome Dan Records: http://www.handsomedanrecords. 
com 


TETSU ARREY - 1st LP (bootleg) 



Apparently this record fell 
through the cracks after it’s 
release almost twenty years 
ago. I’m not a one hundred 
percent sure but, I think this 
came out in 1991 and, except 
for tape trades, hasn’t seen 
the light of day since then. 

The Japanese have always 


out cicmt ala DIBCLOSfc. SUS 

also comes to mind as they rip 
through these 4 energetic, 
crusty D-Beat anthems. WAR 
TRASH employ the simple D-Beat lyric structure made 
famous by DISCHARGE. Try these lyrics out: “Humans 
turn to gas, thermonuclear attack. Nothing survives, no 
one remains. It’s the end! Inevitable result of man’s stu¬ 
pidity/ Final Solution to human disease.” Fuck yea! This 
is the song Ground Zero. WHATSHAME claims side two 
and call Los Angeles home. They recorded their side 
back in ’08! WS blazes through 3 more crust explosions 
(With No Regret, Pissed Off, and Fit to Lead) at a frantic 
pace. Dual vocals, the classic growl and screech, de¬ 
liver over the frantic D-Beat din. While W.T. do have lyr¬ 
ics in the sleeve WS does not. The overall layout is the 
classic, stark, black and white photos and artwork we 
normally associate with this type of music. I think ♦his 
seven inch has been around for a little while and was 
something I was already thinking about picking up, so I 
was a little extra excited when I found it in the box for 




. Burnt Cross 

f Carcass of Humanity LP Os 

F Repress on Red vinyl of the new legends 

\ of Anarcho punk Burnt Cross debut LR 
iGreat anarcho punk which rivals anarcho of the 
L 80's. Think Flux of Pink Indians and Conflict 


^ Expendable Youth i 

y^wExposing of the Immortal Person LP 

melodic crust/dark hardcore, bringing 
their mix of strong and thoughtful 
lyrics and powerful raw crustal sound< 
together to create something fantastic i 
Sounding like Ekkia and Remains of the Day 

'WM I 


I Burnt Cross/Cress split 7” 

f Burnt Cross are back with two new tracks 
fof pure anarcho punk in this split releases^ 
. with Anarcho crust punk legends Cress 
who have came out of the wilderness 'Sjpi 
[ after years of silence with three new-Sj? „ 
[ tracks for this amazing record. ^25 ( 

Visit Our Website: ^ 

f FREE DOWNLOADS OF ELECTRIC 
FUNERAL, PROJECT HOPELESS, 

; BACCHUS. EXPENDABLE YOUTH 

| www.Distroy.webs.com , 


The Freebooters 
Ordinary Level Oi CD 

Out in October debut album of 
Legendary Irish Street punk. 
•S*TTight, pacy Oi!/Street punk with a 
bit of ska. Ex- The Dagda, Pink 
Turds in Space, Bleeding Rectum 

Contact Us: 

Medistro@yahoo.co.ok 
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OUT NOW! 


CARCASS OF HUMANITY 


WWW.MYSPACIE.COM/70R7URIEGAI3DIENPIC7URIES 


! CRAP, SCRAP AND UNFORGIVABLE SUUuniLn^ 

> .v' j vof_ a> 

Warcollapse return with a handful of crust as fuck 
w interpretations of old hardcore classics . 

Coming soon. 


BLINDEAD 

PRODUCTIONS 

www.blindeadproductions.com 


Also available: 

Protestant - Antagonist 7” 
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review. Overall this is an excellent slab of crust! 
(Clusterfux Josh) 
yyARIRASHDB EAT @^mai.L..com, 

myspace.com/WithNoShame 

YOUNG LIVERS - Of Misery and Toil CD 

There is this phenomenon that 
many cities posses; the birth¬ 
ing of a specific underground 
sound. In the U$, Minneapolis 
(PDX, Seattle..) wave the D- 
beat and crust flag, Pittsburgh 
(NYC, B-more) unearthed 
some of the most profound an¬ 
archist punk, Oakland filtered 
the human psyche down to a soundtrack, Savannah con¬ 
jured swamp wizardry.. Many metropolises melt all of this 
down into a sonic stew of awesome, too many to name 
here. Yet one locale has fostered an undeniably distinct 
element unlike the sounds of its peers: Gainesville, FL. I 
swear there has to be something in the water there that 
preps the larynx for throaty harmony. The air must be 
laced with a current of nostalgic melody. The Florida heat 
seems to burn this brew into a big ball of fiery attitude. 
This town has such a sound, and a following because of 
it. It hooked me a long time ago when HOT WATER MU¬ 
SIC was a guilty pleasure among the sea of my well 
versed crust anthems. I have no idea (no pun intended) 
how Young Livers may take the comparison; gratitude or 
eye rolling...but it is there and I personally love it. 

Of Misery and Toil is an 11 track heavy and bitter 
punch that laces fingers with the sweet. It balances the 
duality of wrathful charge with soaring anthemic melody. 
It is desperate and yet triumphant. It conjures nostalgia 
and marches full speed ahead, walking contradictions 
that blend a great album and style. 

If you are familiar with this soundscape you either 
take it or leave it. I can’t imagine though, that it doesn’t 
pull heart strings on some level, it is downright passion¬ 
ate! There are bucketloads of sweat put into the pound¬ 
ing of the rhythm section. The guitars compass point 
due North in melodic distortion. The vocals flesh out the 
wanderer’s anxiety between losing it and salvation. The 
lyrics are abstract prose veiled in dark and wordy imag¬ 
ery, centered around the follies of human perception/ 
emotion, and the distortion of society interaction as a 
whole. Yet what keeps it from becoming a loathsome, 
depressing venture is the sense of resistance to it, all 
in the same breath. These lyrics are sung to the point 
of total lung compression. YOUNG LIVERS deliver as 
if this is their last impassioned constitution (penned in 
blood and sweat). 

I really like this record even if it is not something 
I normally reach for at present. They are reminiscent of 
Finland’s MANIFESTO JUKEBOX, whom I adore. And 
as for the HotWaterMusic reference, if they had an evil 
twin it would be YOUNG LIVERS. (Hatchet) 

No Idea Records / PO BOX 14636 / Gainesville, FL 32604 II 
wv ^ ,nQidea.recQr^s,com 




V/A Anarchists Against the Wall: A Benefit 
Comp double CD 

This is a two CD benefit com¬ 
pilation for the Israeli Anar¬ 
chist Organization called “An¬ 
archists Against the Wall". 
Organized in the midst of the 
violence surrounding the sep¬ 
aration barrier- the Wall- in 


V/PE: DESOLATEVOID / THE LAST VAN ZANT / 
THE PARISH three-way split CD 

From what I can gather, this 
CD is an offering from three 
bands on the killer Crimes 
Against Humanity label. First 
up is DESOLATEVOID from 
Wisconsin, who kick out some 
serious jams that walk the line 
between blasting crust metal 
with some classic rock and 
even stoner rock parts thrown in. I dig the sound, but 
found the vocals to be a little over the top at times and 
maybe even too overstated for this particular band (al¬ 
though I am finding it hard to believe that I am saying 
this in a review). Moving swiftly along, nothing about 
THE LAST VAN ZANT really grabbed me. Nothing re¬ 
ally terrible or anything, just plain shouted hardcore that 
I was eager to get through to get to THE PARISH, who 
kick out two songs that remind me of THE SWORD, if 
they decided to turn into a death metal band. All in all, 
this comp CD is a good listen if you can get it on the 
cheap. All of the bands on here are good and the re¬ 
cording sounds great, but the band that seriously rocks 
my shit was THE PARISH. Do with that information what 
you will. (Diamond Doug) 

Crimes Against Humanity / PO Box 1421 / Eau Claire, Wl 
54702 II www.caherecords.com 

VA - One Hundred in Ten LP 

A sweet, sweet comp with 100 
bands all playing short bursts 
of mostly grind and powervio- 
lence, with some hardcore, 
metal, and crusty stuff in there 
for good measure. The point is 
that they’re all short and 
sweet. I’m not typically a comp 
fan, but having a good looking 
LP with FUCK THE FACTS, GET RAD, AGOTHOCLES, 
GODSTOMPER, and VOETSEK on it - not to mention 
all the bands I’d never heard of with such brilliant names 
like: FUGITIVE WIZARD, ZLAYER, GONE 

CROATOAN(fuck yeah!), and MORBID OBESITY - I 
can get down with this one! One band even has a song 
called “Probably the most interesting thing ever said 
that started with the word dude.” I’m not going to pre¬ 
tend I know which band plays which song, because they 
move so quickly and there are so many that it works 
best to just roll with it and let it all happen to you. It also 
comes with a download card. Quality shit right here! 
(Sammy Totep) 

INTXIII II http://www.intcollective.com 
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You must SEND us an actual demo for review. No 
links to your MySpace page, MP3 by email, etc. will 
be reviewed! And did we mention we don’t have 
space to review everything sent? 

ASYMMETRIC WAREFARE - s/t CD 


drippy spiky lettering. The more I listen to it, the more I 
hear subtle hints of NEUROSIS, HHIG and CATHAR¬ 
SIS peppered about. Everything about this disc is awe¬ 
some. Check them out online for live videos and links to 
social and environmental justice websites. (Jake) 
www. my ^pggg.corri/as ymmQtric wg d a re S ea t t le 


INJUSTICE SYSTEM - demo cassette 

Phew, this should be a 7”. They are going for a SSD, 
ANTIDOTE, NEG FX sound and you know what - 
they’ve nailed it. Fast, furious and angry as fuck. Bloody 
good recording too. I shall be keeping my eye out for 
these guys. (Mel Hughes) 

INJ/SYS, 3208 N. Rome, Tampa, FL 33607 

NAPALM RAID - Corruption of Their Little 
Minds cassette 

The horror... the horror... Is the singer wearing a gas 
mask? Winded vocals carry you through a field of land 
mines as the rock-n-roll undertone fuels your fire and 
thumping bass ignites the bombs as you bolt into a 
trench hoping your not a baked corpse after the explo¬ 
sion. Seven merciless tracks of contagious, cutthroat 
crust punk, these Halifax, Nova Scotia ragers are defi¬ 
nitely worthy of a few listens! 

As you read along with the lyric sheet, NAPALM 
RAID paints a smoky picture, sets the distressed mood 
and doubtlessly hand over what they’re trying to dis¬ 
patch. Lyrically very grim, slightly vague and mostly 
about war, this tape is definitely not one to listen to if 
you’re trying to feel positive about humanity. 

Even by simply reading their logo encrusted with 
barbed wire I can envision the ugliness of war. One 
of the bits of art on the insert states: “Disgusting hu¬ 
man race take pride in their war games. “ This tape 
has your expected high contrast white on black crusty 
layout, which I find visually pleasing. The music fault¬ 
lessly matches with the lyrics and art. After a few line-up 
changes, this fairly new 3 piece formed in 2008 has an 
upcoming 7” I anticipate hearing! 

I feel like watching ‘Apocalypse Now’ after listen¬ 
ing to this tape! Don’t you just love the smell of napalm 
in the morning? (mandapocalypse.) 

ATOMICDEATH demo cassette 

Upon my first glance at this tape, I could immediately 
see why it ended up in my review pile. The cover of 
this demo suggests a bunch of guitar-wielding metal- 
heads hailing the mushroom cloud of the apocalypse. 
Therefore, I wasn’t too surprised to listen to Malaysia’s 
ATOMICDEATH and subsequently get hit upside my 
nappy head with four blasts of hardcore thrash metal. 
Fans of toxic thrash mOetal a’la KREATOR, EXODUS, 
and NUCLEAR ASSAULT will no doubt cream their 
stretch jeans in short order for ATOMICDEATH. Not 
the most groundbreaking release in the world, but I feel 
like I wouldn’t be doing my job as a somewhat proper 
record reviewer without paying some mention to some 
sick thrash metal that is coming at you from the far, far 
East. And that is the fact, Jack. (Diamond Doug) 

PO Box 28/27600 / Raub, Pahang / Malaysia 




DONOFTHEDEAD: SCENE THROUGH MY LENS 

SOCAL DIY 2005-07 by Don Seki 

Don Seki is a photographer, but not any ordinary pho¬ 
tographer. He has the talent to capture the most split 
second action and intense emotion that we all succumb 
to in our DIY music scene. It’s that singular moment we 
remember from countless shows we’ve all experienced. 
This photo montage takes that very emotion we feel in 
that midst of a crowd, gig or event and packs it full. This 
visual representation is the core of our community. All 
these moments are captured in black and white which 
brings it to a higher level of intense energy, feelings and 
overall angst. The bands and crowds are at a pinnacle 
of human expression and these photos capture the 
deepest feelings our global network as a whole. 

This is a must have compilation of Don’s experience 
through his camera lens. Once invested, you will want 
to look through these ‘moments in time’ for eternity. This 
is a “print on demand” publication so you can only get 
your copy by ordering one. (Leffer) 
www.unibook.com II donofthedead@hotmail.com 

EARTH FIRST! Volume 30 #4 May-June 2010 

For radically charged environmental defenders, and 
those inclined towards political anarchist philosophy, 
Earth First! has been the zine to turn to for several 
decades. The Beltane issue is crammed with informa¬ 
tion, stories, poetry, and upcoming events/gatherings. 
Loaded with articles, it’s hard to focus on just one, but 
for example: “Riot 2010: Hits the streets of Vancouver” 
Highlights the native indigenous peoples of British Co¬ 
lumbia. This article talks about the resistance leading 
up to the 2010 Olympics, the riots during, and the re¬ 
sponse thereafter. Also, I love the section that focuses 
our brothers and sisters in the prison struggle, complete 
with their charges and addresses in which to write/send 
them things. The 2nd half of an explosive interview on 
militant feminism with urban guerrilla, Juliet Belmas 
wraps up in this issue as well. Never disappointing to 
pick up a copy of Earth First! 

Daily Planet Publishing-Earth First / PO Box 3023 Tucson, 

AZ 85702 

PUNK/PING/PANK zine #3 

8.5 x 5.5” / photocopied / 44 pgs 
What we have here is a total punk as fuck DIY zine from 
Malaysia covering the more harsh sounds of the mod¬ 
ern crust scene. Featured in this edition are interviews 
with crust heavies MOB 47, MODERAT LIKVIDATION, 
and MEANWHILE along with newcomers HELLEXIST 
and HELLOWAR (who, by the way, get my vote for the 
best band name of 2010). Also featured herein are re¬ 
cord and zine reviews as well as a Brooklyn/NYC scene 
report. All I can say is that I think it’s cool that zines like 
this still exist because I can tell from experience that 
doing a project like this takes some serious time. Do 
yourself a favor and drop Pat a line, even if he doesn’t 
live in Portland. (Diamond Doug) 

Pat / PO Box 7216 / 40704 Shah Alam / Selangor / Malaysia 















and marches full speed ahead, walking contradictions 
that blend a great album and style. 

If you are familiar with this soundscape you either 
take it or leave it. I can’t imagine though, that it doesn’t 
pull heart strings on some level, it is downright passion¬ 
ate! There are bucketloads of sweat put into the pound¬ 
ing of the rhythm section. The guitars compass point 
due North in melodic distortion. The vocals flesh out the 
wanderer’s anxiety between losing it and salvation. The 
lyrics are abstract prose veiled in dark and wordy imag¬ 
ery, centered around the follies of human perception/ 
emotion, and the distortion of society interaction as a 
whole. Yet what keeps it from becoming a loathsome, 
depressing venture is the sense of resistance to it, all 
in the same breath. These lyrics are sung to the point 
of total lung compression. YOUNG LIVERS deliver as 
if this is their last impassioned constitution (penned in 
blood and sweat). 

I really like this record even if it is not something 
I normally reach for at present. They are reminiscent of 
Finland’s MANIFESTO JUKEBOX, whom I adore. And 
as for the HotWaterMusic reference, if they had an evil 
twin it would be YOUNG LIVERS. (Hatchet) 

No Idea Records / PO BOX 14636 / Gainesville, FL 32604 II 
www.noidearecords.com 

V/A Anarchists Against the Wall: A Benefit 

This is a two CD benefit com¬ 
pilation for the Israeli Anar¬ 
chist Organization called “An¬ 
archists Against the Wall”. 
Organized in the midst of the 
violence surrounding the sep¬ 
aration barrier- the Wall- in 
2003, the group has perse¬ 
vered through much struggle 
and adversity. They work with 
Palestinian Groups to fight 
against the wall and the de¬ 
struction of communities, em¬ 
power Palestinians to make important group decisions 
and work toward respecting each others’ cultural differ¬ 
ences. This group has sustained multiple injuries and 
arrests since their inception by their militant anti-state of 
Israel stance.This double CD comes complete with info 
about the organization, and interview with one of it’s 
members, and lyrics/info on all the bands. Bands in¬ 
clude such favorites from around the globe including 
MYTH OF PROGRESS, AUDIO KOLLAPS, ACTIVE 
MINDS, 01 POLLOI, AUTONOMIA, VALS, PKP and 
many more. A great comp for a great cause—support 
these folks! (Maygun) 

Maloka / BP hi 36 / 210 1h / Dijon FRANCE 
bubbledoa@riseup.net 
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ience, wnn some naracore, 

metal, and crusty stuff in there 
for good measure. The point is 
that they’re all short and 
sweet. I’m not typically a comp 
fan, but having a good looking 
LP with FUCK THE FACTS, GET RAD, AGOTHOCLES, 
GODSTOMPER, and VOETSEK on it - not to mention 
all the bands I’d never heard of with such brilliant names 
like: FUGITIVE WIZARD, ZLAYER, GONE 

CROATOAN(fuck yeah!), and MORBID OBESITY - I 
can get down with this one! One band even has a song 
called “Probably the most interesting thing ever said 
that started with the word dude.” I’m not going to pre¬ 
tend I know which band plays which song, because they 
move so quickly and there are so many that it works 
best to just roll with it and let it all happen to you. It also 
comes with a download card. Quality shit right here! 
(Sammy Totep) 

INTXIII II http://www.intcollective.com 



You must SEND us an actual demo for review. No 
links to your MySpace page, MP3 by email, etc. will 
be reviewed! And did we mention we don’t have 
space to review everything sent? 

ASYMMETRIC WAREFARE - s/t CD 

“This nation’s power a means to an end. Blink your eyes 
and it’s warfare again.” These opening lines to the song 
‘Mutually Assured Destruction’ are just a taste of the 
political fueled anger ball that is ASYMMETRIC WAR¬ 
FARE. As soon as the clean moody riffing of ‘Evolve’ 
eerily crept into my headphones, I knew this would be¬ 
come one of my new favorite bands. Brutally powerful 
metal influenced crust dripping with doom-laden melo¬ 
dies blended with a dual vocal attack that is both sav¬ 
agely gruff and ghoulishly languished. The bass seems 
a little buried at times, which is unfortunate since there 
are some really interesting bass lines running through 
the guitars. Their sound is the perfect way to deliver un- 
apologetically honest lyrics about the horrors of the ani¬ 
mals as food industry in ’Blood Spilt//No Guilt’ and the 
church/state control systems in ‘Theocracy’. A.W. are 
as inspiring lyrically as they are apocalyptic musically, 
which comes across in the artwork: people marching 
with circle A flags and flags with other political slogans 
and then the band’s logo over top in black metal style 


Darned wire i can envision tne ugliness ot war. une 
of the bits of art on the insert states: “Disgusting hu¬ 
man race take pride in their war games. “ This tape 
has your expected high contrast white on black crusty 
layout, which I find visually pleasing. The music fault¬ 
lessly matches with the lyrics and art. After a few line-up 
changes, this fairly new 3 piece formed in 2008 has an 
upcoming 7” I anticipate hearing! 

I feel like watching ‘Apocalypse Now’ after listen¬ 
ing to this tape! Don’t you just love the smell of napalm 
in the morning? (mandapocalypse.) 

ATOMICDEATH demo cassette 

Upon my first glance at this tape, I could immediately 
see why it ended up in my review pile. The cover of 
this demo suggests a bunch of guitar-wielding metal- 
heads hailing the mushroom cloud of the apocalypse. 
Therefore, I wasn’t too surprised to listen to Malaysia’s 
ATOMICDEATH and subsequently get hit upside my 
nappy head with four blasts of hardcore thrash metal. 
Fans of toxic thrash mOetal a’la KREATOR, EXODUS, 
and NUCLEAR ASSAULT will no doubt cream their 
stretch jeans in short order for ATOMICDEATH. Not 
the most groundbreaking release in the world, but I feel 
like I wouldn’t be doing my job as a somewhat proper 
record reviewer without paying some mention to some 
sick thrash metal that is coming at you from the far, far 
East. And that is the fact, Jack. (Diamond Doug) 

PO Box 28/27600 / Raub, Pahang / Malaysia 


'Abandon Your Gods' 12" v 
OUT 10/10 

'Problem//Reaction//Solution' CD 
Still available!!! See CLUSTERFUX at 
Chicago Apocalyptic Crust Fest 
clusterfuxjosh@msn.com 
myspace.com/clusterfux 





u iuoc iiiuiiiicu luwaiUD punuiscu cuiaiui not pimuoupuy, 


Earth First! has been the zine to turn to for several 
decades. The Beltane issue is crammed with informa¬ 
tion, stories, poetry, and upcoming events/gatherings. 
Loaded with articles, it’s hard to focus on just one, but 
for example: “Riot 2010: Hits the streets of Vancouver” 
Highlights the native indigenous peoples of British Co¬ 
lumbia. This article talks about the resistance leading 
up to the 2010 Olympics, the riots during, and the re¬ 
sponse thereafter. Also, I love the section that focuses 
our brothers and sisters in the prison struggle, complete 
with their charges and addresses in which to write/send 
them things. The 2nd half of an explosive interview on 
militant feminism with urban guerrilla, Juliet Belmas 
wraps up in this issue as well. Never disappointing to 
pick up a copy of Earth First! 

Daily Planet Publishing-Earth First / PO Box 3023 Tucson, 


AZ 85702 


PUNK/PING/PANK zine #3 

8.5 x 5.5” / photocopied / 44 pgs 
What we have here is a total punk as fuck DIY zine from 
Malaysia covering the more harsh sounds of the mod¬ 
ern crust scene. Featured in this edition are interviews 
with crust heavies MOB 47, MODERAT LIKVIDATION, 
and MEANWHILE along with newcomers HELLEXIST 
and HELLOWAR (who, by the way, get my vote for the 
best band name of 2010). Also featured herein are re¬ 
cord and zine reviews as well as a Brooklyn/NYC scene 
report. All I can say is that I think it’s cool that zines like 
this still exist because I can tell from experience that 
doing a project like this takes some serious time. Do 
yourself a favor and drop Pat a line, even if he doesn’t 
live in Portland. (Diamond Doug) 

Pat / PO Box 7216 / 40704 Shah Alam / Selangor / Malaysia 

RAZORCAKE#55 

8.5” x 11 / offset print /100+ pages 
Flipping through pages and pages of adds, cartoons, 
columns, and articles, my visually stimulated eyes 
delightfully rest on the 01 POLLOI centerfold and my 
interest is captivated. It continues into a lengthy dia¬ 
logue with singer, Deek Allen. A satisfying interview that 
scrapes beyond the surface. Talking about what moved 
him to learn Gaelic, why Oi Polloi brings having a sense 
of humor into their music, and how music has the po¬ 
tential to be politically transformative. Some interviews 
leave you feeling glad you read it, this for me is defi¬ 
nitely one of them, (mandapocalypse.) 

Razorcake/Gorsky Press / PO Box 42129 / Los Angels, CA 
90042 
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2003, the group has perse¬ 
vered through much struggle 
and adversity. They work with 
Palestinian Groups to fight 
against the wall and the de¬ 
struction of communities, em¬ 
power Palestinians to make important group decisions 
and work toward respecting each others’ cultural differ¬ 
ences. This group has sustained multiple injuries and 
arrests since their inception by their militant anti-state of 
Israel stance.This double CD comes complete with info 
about the organization, and interview with one of it’s 
members, and lyrics/info on all the bands. Bands in¬ 
clude such favorites from around the globe including 
MYTH OF PROGRESS, AUDIO KOLLAPS, ACTIVE 
MINDS, 01 POLLOI, AUTONOMIA, VALS, PKP and 
many more. A great comp for a great cause—support 
these folks! (Maygun) 

Maloka / BP hi 36 / 210 1h / Dijon FRANCE 
bH,bblg.dQfl@ri§ g uBt. ne t 


“This nation’s power a means to an end. Blink your eyes 
and it’s warfare again.” These opening lines to the song 
‘Mutually Assured Destruction’ are just a taste of the 
political fueled anger ball that is ASYMMETRIC WAR¬ 
FARE. As soon as the clean moody riffing of ‘Evolve’ 
eerily crept into my headphones, I knew this would be¬ 
come one of my new favorite bands. Brutally powerful 
metal influenced crust dripping with doom-laden melo¬ 
dies blended with a dual vocal attack that is both sav¬ 
agely gruff and ghoulishly languished. The bass seems 
a little buried at times, which is unfortunate since there 
are some really interesting bass lines running through 
the guitars. Their sound is the perfect way to deliver un- 
apologetically honest lyrics about the horrors of the ani¬ 
mals as food industry in ’Blood Spilt//No Guilt’ and the 
church/state control systems in ‘Theocracy’. A.W. are 
as inspiring lyrically as they are apocalyptic musically, 
which comes across in the artwork: people marching 
with circle A flags and flags with other political slogans 
and then the band’s logo over top in black metal style 
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'Problem//Reaction//$olution / CD 
Still available!!! See CLUSTERFUX at 


Chicago Apocalyptic Crust Fest 
clusterfuxjosh@msn.com 
myspace.com/clusterfux 


RAZORCAKE#55 

8.5” x 11 / offset print /100+ pages 
Flipping through pages and pages of adds, cartoons, 
columns, and articles, my visually stimulated eyes 
delightfully rest on the Ol POLLOI centerfold and my 
interest is captivated. It continues into a lengthy dia¬ 
logue with singer, Deek Allen. A satisfying interview that 
scrapes beyond the surface. Talking about what moved 
him to learn Gaelic, why Oi Polloi brings having a sense 
of humor into their music, and how music has the po¬ 
tential to be politically transformative. Some interviews 
leave you feeling glad you read it, this for me is defi¬ 
nitely one of them, (mandapocalypse.) 

Razorcake/Gorsky Press / PO Box 42129 / Los Angels, CA 
90042 
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NUX VOMICA 

ASLEEP IN THE ASHES 2XLP/CD 

PORTLAND'S NUX VOMICA MERGES ELEMENTS 
OF CRUST. THRASH METAL. SLUDGE. DOOM 
PSYCHEDELIA AND POST ROCK. ASLEEP IN 
THE ASHES IS A 60-MINUTE LONG EPIC THAT 
WEAVES IN AND OUT OF GENRES WITH EQUAL 
AMOUNTS OF FEROCITY AND COMPLEXITY. 


INCLUDES FULL COLOR GATEFOLD JACKET. BLACK 
PAPER INNER SLEEVES. AND TWO DIFFERENT 
I COLORS OF SPLATTER VINYL ON EACH RECORD 


MURDERESS 

THE LAST THING YOU WILL EVER SEE LP 

DEBUT LP FROM PORTLAND S MURDERESS! 
10 TRACKS OF METAL-TINGED D BEAT PUNK AKIN 
TO SACRILEGE (UK) AND MELODY-DRIVEN CRUST 
BANDS LIKE ZERO HOUR. AN EXCELLENT DEBUT 
BY THIS UP AND COMING FEMALE-FRONTED BAND 

COMES WITH A POSTER/LYRIC INSERT. BLACK 
PAPER INNER SLEEVES. A NICE MATTE-FINISH 
JACKET. AND A FREE DOWNLOAD CARD OF 
THE ENTIRE ALBUM FOR MP3 PLAYERS. 


AVAILABLE NOW THROUGH EBULLITION DISTRIBUTION 
AND OUR ONLINE DISTRQ: WWW.ABORTEDSOCIETY.COM 




n 




• ■«» 
















m 




D1Y DISTRO * LABEL * MAI LOR BE R 

TOUR BOOKING & DRI VING * BACKUNE 
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★ B ig1 \ q u a lit y CT STOM 

BADGES. BOTTLE OPENERS. KEYRINGS... 

(no minimum quantity, 
no minimum number of designs) 

★ BANDS & LABELS 
Do you want your releases / mereh distributed 

ui the LK/ Europe? Get in touch. 

★ TRADES welcome. 

ACfoi.j CHOOSE YOLK POISON - Crawl To Nothing LP 
ACF014 BL RNT CROSS - Carcass Of Humanity LP 
ACT013 MEIN HOF - 8 Drops Of Blood LP 
ACT0I2 the AFTERNOON GENTLEMEN/ OSK -Split T 
ACTOii CRESS / BL R NT CROSS - Split 7 
ACToio OI POLLOI - SS Politician CD 
ACTOOQ W\R//PLAGL E - Smolder 7 
ACT006 BLR NT CROSS / A.L.K. - Split CD 
ACT003 BURNT CROSS - In Nature We Trust 7 

ACT004 BEGINNING OF THE END - If Loire 
Going Through Hell... Keep Going LP/ CD 
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FUCKING ALTERNATIVE. FUCKING PUNK ROCK. 


EIGHT ESSENTIALS FOR SUCCESSFULLY HOOKING A ILLY. TOURING RANI) 


By Rob Hanna 

Throwing a DIY show is something 
of an art form, and at times, a dying one at 
that. Being in a few bands that have toured, 
I can’t tell you how many shows I’ve played 
to an empty room in a strange town, being 
handed a sock full of loose change for gas 
money and a cold shoulder when it came to 
getting a place to crash for the night. There’s 
also the magical experience of having some¬ 
one commit to booking a show for you, then 
not returning your calls or emails two weeks 
up to the gig, then arriving in town to find out 
not only that your show isn’t happening, but 
that it was never booked to begin with. 

With gas as expensive as it is today, 
many tour vans loaded with crusties, gear, 
merch, and inebriated roadies can run any¬ 
where from $5-$10 an hour to drive depend¬ 
ing on how efficient and well taken care of 
your vehicle is. So, for a band to get from 
Denver to Salt Lake City for example, which 
is about an 8-9 hour drive, you’re look¬ 
ing at a cost of $45-$90 just to get there in 
gas only. This of course doesn’t account for 
the myriad of other expenses incurred with 
lengthy road trips such as these. You can 
see where the sock full of loose change sce¬ 
nario becomes extremely problematic here, 
and if this is how your scene rolls you can 
guarantee that you won’t be seeing many 
touring bands come through your town. 

The whole point of touring for a band 
is to bring their music to a new audience, to 
make connections, friends, have fun, and 
actually spend time doing something they 
love, rather than the countless hours work¬ 
ing to save up for such adventures. Unless 
you have a lofty trust fund or an exception¬ 
ally successful band, most of the costs of 
playing in a band and touring are incurred 
directly by the people making the music. 
Maintaining gear, purchasing shirts and 
merch, fixing a questionable at best vehicle, 
paying to record and release a record — all 
of these things cost ridiculous amounts of 
money. While there are definitely no guar¬ 
antees in the DIY world, I firmly believe that 
people who commit to throwing punk shows 
should at the very least set a target goal for 
what they can raise at a door for a touring 



band. For example, when I commit to doing 
a show for a touring band, my bare minimum 
target for the touring band’s take is $100. 
So, for the local DIY venue here, which 
takes approximately $100 from the door to 
cover costs, I need to do my best to get at 
least 40 paying people in the door to make 
that happen. Honestly, it’s not that hard to 
achieve. Here are some guidelines to mak¬ 
ing your show successful, and maybe make 
a touring band want to return to your fair city 
or town. 

1. MAKE SOME GODDAMN FLYERS — I 

know Myspace and Facebook are great tools 
for getting word out to people, and believe 
me I use them just as much as the next per¬ 
son. But the toys on the internet are simply 
not replacements for a trusty photocopied 
physical flyer, plastered all over town, in re¬ 
cord stores, stuffed in the mailboxes of punk 
houses, stapled to drunk people passed out 
on couches, etc. Make two versions of your 
flyer, a large version for postering, and a 
small handbill version (usually printed 4-up 
on a 8 Yz” x 11” piece of paper and cut) to 
pass out at other shows. If you are throwing 
a show in three weeks and you are attend¬ 
ing a show this weekend, take a bunch of 
handbills with you and cross promote your 
show. Chances are the punk show you are 
going to tonight will have many people there 
that would be interested in the show you 
are throwing later that month. If you live in a 
town like Seattle where there are millions of 
shows constantly, perhaps wait until a week 


and a half out from the show to put the flyers 
up on telephone poles around town (since 
they get covered up so fast). Hit every re¬ 
cord store that will let you put up a flyer 3-4 
weeks before the show. Distribute handbills 
and flyers to the bands on the bill and have 
them help participate in promotion. Leave 
small stacks of handbills in coffee shops, 
cafes, etc. The more actual flyering you do, 
the more people will know about your show. 
Myspace, FB, and message boards are a 
supplement to your promotion, and can be 
terrific in reaching people your flyers don’t, 
and vice versa. Remember, some people 
don’t use the internet. Crazy, I know, but se¬ 
riously. SOME PEOPLE DO NOT USE THE 
INTERNET. 

2. PAYING THE TOURING BAND IS YOUR 
PRIORITY — When shows turn out remark¬ 
ably well at a venue, I like to kick down lo¬ 
cal acts for their trouble when I can. It’s 
usually customary for local bands playing a 
DIY show to assume that all of the available 
door money after costs goes to the touring 
band(s). Make this clear to local bands prior 
to the show, so there isn’t any confusion or 
misunderstanding when it comes to settling 
the door after the gig. You’d be surprised at 
some of the entitlement issues that can arise 
from not making this clear ahead of time. If 
you’ve incurred costs for food, PA, or flyers 
for the gig, try and budget that ahead of time, 
sometimes you have to end up making a little 
sacrifice. If you play in a band yourself, your 
sacrifice will pay you back when it’s your turn 
to be broke and starving on the road! 

3. SHAKE DOWN THE CROWD — If you 
are throwing a show at a house or a DIY 
spot, and you are in charge of taking money, 
do just that: TAKE MONEY. Ask for a specific 
donation amount. Get a friend to help trade 
off running the door with you so you can take 
breaks and take care of other business (like 
kids spray painting your neighbor’s house). 
Don’t let all of your friends in for free for no 
reason, and if someone tries to tell you they 
don’t have anything, hassle them about the 
12-pack of beer they are holding and keep 
pursuing it. I’ve had people initially tell me 


they are flat broke, to then telling me they 
only have a couple dollars, to then eventu¬ 
ally forking over the measly $6 to support 
the bands. Remind people they are there to 
SUPPORT THEIR COMMUNITY. 

4. RUN A TIGHT SHIP — Suss out P.A., 
band order and time slots, door price, and 
communication ahead of time. Make sure 
bands show up on time with their gear and 
hassle them about it if they don’t. Try to keep 
bills down to 3 or 4 bands. If you have to 
have 5, try and get some bands to share 
gear. Book bands that have draw, and try 
and diversify the bill a little and get differ¬ 
ent people in there. Don’t wait until the last 
minute to get all your ducks in a row, it will 
make the show drag on forever, you may run 
past your noise curfew, and possibly have to 
cut a touring band’s set short (which sucks!). 
Make sure there is a spot in the backyard 
or in the house somewhere where the band 
can set up merch and sell it. 

5. ASK AHEAD OF TIME IF THE BAND 
NEEDS A PLACE TO CRASH — This one is 
absolutely CRUCIAL. A lot of times, particu¬ 
larly if a band has toured a lot, they already 
have friends in various places they can 
crash at, but if this is the first or second time 
someone is coming to your scene, chances 
are they don’t really know anyone that well. 
Just as expensive as gas, motel/hotel rooms 
are a lofty expense that many bands can’t af¬ 
ford. It’s also a little daunting asking a room 
full of strangers if you can crash on their 
floor. If you don’t live in a place that can sus¬ 
tain a handful of passed out punks on your 
living room floor, try and find a friend willing 
to offer their place up. And don’t always try 
to pick the most fucked up party house you 
can imagine to put a band up. 

6. DON’T COMPETE WITH OTHER 
SHOWS — If you are booking a show for 
a touring band, and you later find out your 
friend’s are doing the same, see if you can 
combine efforts and merge the shows. Sure, 
it may mean a local band or two doesn’t get 
to play, but one show with multiple touring 
bands will usually always be better than two 


sparsely attended shows on the same night. 
Money can get tricky in these situations, but 
as long as everyone involved knows what 
to expect ahead of time, they usually end 
up working themselves out. Or, at the very 
least, see if you can talk a touring band into 
changing their itinerary to accommodate a 
better show in your town. 

7. MAKE SOME TASTY TREATS — When 
I can, I like to make food for bands, particu¬ 
larly if I’m putting them up at my place. Ask 
ahead to see what dietary restrictions people 
have, make a large amount of food and bring 
it to the show, or arrange it for the band to 
eat before or after the gig. You have no idea 
how much of a difference that makes, and 
how much appreciated it can be. This kind 
of hospitality is something a lot of us learned 
from the Europeans, who are virtually unpar¬ 
alleled in punk rock reception. Spring a few 
bucks and make dinner or breakfast for the 
band, they will love you and shower you with 
hugs, thank you notes, and merch. 

8. DON’T BOOK SHOWS IF YOU CAN’T 
COMMIT TO THESE THINGS — Seriously. 

Just remember that all of this is cyclical. We 
are trying to build a community in a world 
growing increasingly intolerant of commu¬ 
nity. In throwing a show you are making an 
active effort to further your scene, to bring 
bands in and to keep them coming back. 
This is about strengthening a network, build¬ 
ing relationships, and bringing scenes to¬ 
gether. Bands talk to each other all the time, 
and if you give a great impression of your 
home turf to someone, it will most likely be 
communicated to other like-minded groups. 
If you treat a band like shit, don’t pay them, 
and act as if they are putting you out to do 
a show for them, they aren’t gonna want 
to come back, and will probably tell their 
friends that you and your town sucks. And 
who wants to live in a sucky town? 

That’s it for my rant folks. Now go out and 
flyer! 
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or town. 
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Starting at age nine, I felt a spiritual con¬ 
nection to the martial arts through a sense 
of beauty and purpose that was conveyed 
by some of my on-screen heroes. As a pre- 
radical American male child, my options for a 
sense of purpose in life included: sports jock, 
cop, fire-fighter, military service man, and 
martial artist vigilante. Luckily due to a lack 
of role models in my life, my allegiance to the 
system was weak so it was easy to decide to 
be want to be a rebel against the “bad guys” 
of the establishment. I was most enchanted 
by Bruce Lee. Though not a “revolutionary" 
per se, he was very radical in his own way 
and fought for peace, justice, and liberation 
inside and out. I was also highly influenced 
by the rebel archetypes found in many Sci- 
Fi flicks that brought Phillip K. Dick’s very 
radical anti-state/anti-corporate/anti-tech 
themes into mainstream consciousness. 

I played Street Fighter 2 and Mortal 
Kombat in the nickel arcade for 10-12 hours 
a day almost every Saturday and Sun¬ 
day when I was 10 and 11. And I diligently 
trained on my own with d-i-y home-made 
training gear. When I became a punk I was 
12 years old, I was adopted into the Portland 
Gutter Punx tribe as I started running away 
to find a family on the streets of Portland. I 
was quickly radicalized by my experience of 
being caged, drugged, and mind fucked by 
the youth juvenile justice and mental health 

system and the warrior culture of anarcho* 


the future as a desired it. Autonomous punk 
tribes, skating through the ruins. However 
this imaginal realm connection was only 
rarely something I felt I had control over. 
Most of it was a spiraling paranoid psychotic 
nightmare that at times robbed me of my 
ability to speak, write, and even stand on my 
feet. The drug fog cleared at one point when 
I was hospitalized with an infected eye-brow 
piercing. I had to lay there and reconcile with 
myself the fact that my dreams of resistance 
and liberation were being killed by speed. 

I wrote a manifesto to myself about how I 
needed to rise above my condition and train 
for the future. When I got out though, I went 
straight back to the needle and the street. 

There was a drop-in center in the Polk 
District and one of the staff was a college 
student doing a project. She was writing a 
paper and she was asking all the druggie 
street kids the same question: If you were 
offered $5,000 to quit doing drugs, would 
you take the deal and if so what would you 
do with the money? My answer was simple, I 
would gladly quit drugs, take the money, get 
out of the city, and go live in the woods and 
train for revolutionary opportunity in the im¬ 
pending chaostrophic apocalypse. I may not 
have used those exact words at the time, but 
however my 13 year old mind stated it, that’s 
always been the vision., .a sort Jeremy Clark 
aesthetic mystique meets Enter the Dragon. 

At 14 I was finally caught and put in 
lock up again, this time for almost two years 
While in lock up l trained my mind and body 
a lot. But when l got out and became a teen¬ 
age house punk, I grew into the scene of 
shows, records, parties, fashion, etc. I tost 


pit with shirtless sweaty displays of ego, and 
that should always be resisted. But for some 
reason, the culture didn’t seem to really fa¬ 
cilitate a middle ground. Like my friend said, 

I should have been a “true punk”, been my¬ 
self and kept my martial way even if it was 
laughed at or put down. 

To be honest though, the loss of my 
martial way was more complicated than 
simply not being encouraged by my scene. 
Though I’ve never returned to hard drug 
addiction, the reason I fell out of training 
as a late-teen was that I became an intel¬ 
lectual and as I studied radical politics and 
the state of the world more, I got progres¬ 
sively more depressed and felt more and 
more disempowered, negative, and cyni¬ 
cal. When your psychology is depressive, 
your whole body feels heavy and toxic and 
moving it, conditioning it, and training it be¬ 
comes physically and mentally painful. And 
the longer you go without keeping flexible, 
fit, conditioned, etc. the harder it is to get it 
back. There is a very real chasm of pain that 
has to be bridged by positive self-love and 
self-discipline. Self-love and self-discipline 
are rare gems in most punk scenes I’ve ex¬ 
perienced. The body is most often treated as 
a disposable utensil of shallow gratification 
through sex, drugs, and rock and roll. Only 
we have it worse. Unlike the ignorantly bliss¬ 
ful masses of rock musicians and fans, we 
fucked ourselves over by developing radical 
critiques of the world which make school, 
jobs, families, careers, and responsibilities 
to the system feel completely torturous! So 
our depressive load is greater than that of 
all the pop music scenesters having a great 


peaceful way of life in a world that’s ruled 
by might. I love in Bruce Lee’s The Chinese 
Connection, the communal Kung Fu school 
where all the students loved each other, pro¬ 
tected each other, and lived in a sacred and 
honorable way. 

A couple of years ago, I had a quarter 
life crisis that melted down a lot of my self 
made mental prison and I found a pathway 
out of depression which was reuniting with 
my body through martial arts training. It’s a 
very personal thing, but I feel it’s important 
to share it in column because now that I'm 
28 years old and have spent more than half 
of my life as a punk dreamer, I see the value 
that training can and should have for the 
whole culture. I have no desire to take my 
own personal (re)discovery and try to preach 
and convert anyone else. The more spiritual/ 
traditional martial arts can be very anarchis¬ 
tic in their weariness of ego, leaders, and 
loudmouths. 

1 just want to express how I feel I’ve 
come full circle with an understanding that 
I began with at age 12: for punk to become 
a real warrior culture, it has to have the in¬ 
dividual and collective self-discipline to train 
its bodies. This doesn’t mean every one has 
to be “thin”, that’s bullshit. But we all really 
do need to create movement to be physi¬ 
cally and mentally healthy. First we have 
to develop the personal will to be healthy, 
the self-love to feel worthy of defense, the 
discipline to move, and hopefully a culture 
to back us up and provide the infrastructure 
for movement to be fun and have a relevant 
purpose. For example, I’ve always heard 
about and sometimes joined in on punk soc- 


gish. Again, I’m not being self-righteous, I 
have been the ultimate sloth! I’ve laid in a 
toxic soup of depression for months, barely 
moving just to get more beer, ramen, and 
cigarettes. The goal I think is to find an anti¬ 
authoritarian, rule-less personal balance of 
unhealthy pleasures, healthy pleasures, and 
unpleasant healthiness (definition of disci¬ 
pline: doing what you have to do, even when 
it's not what you want to do...) 

As I started training in the martial arts 
again, like magic, martial punks hidden 
in the scene started appearing in my life. 
People I’d known for years would suddenly 
disclose to me that they were into training as 
children, or that they train now, or that they 
are actually instructors, it felt very synchro¬ 
nistic for me to be getting into it again, and 
I’ve felt now for the last couple of years that 
a lot of people are re-awakening to practices 
that help align the mind, body, and spirit, 
build the self-esteem and give people pride, 
purpose, and direction after so many years 
of pointless nihilistic partying. 

Whether or not it becomes as cool 
as records, blast beats, mohawks, dump¬ 
ster diving, distromg, etc. my hope is that 
martial arts will take hold in our scenes and 
give punks renewed health, vitality, strength, 
invigoration, love, connection, dedication, 
passion, togetherness, solidarity, co-opera¬ 
tion, mutual aid, etc. And perhaps build the 
confidence that we can survive anything to¬ 
gether. 

Right now I feel honored to be friends 
with a Brazilian anarcho-punk who lives in 
China studying Shaolin Kung Fu, a profes¬ 
sional punk kick-boxer who fights with a 






Starting at age nine, I felt a spiritual con¬ 
nection to the martial arts through a sense 
of beauty and purpose that was conveyed 
by some of my on-screen heroes. As a pre¬ 
radical American male child, my options for a 
sense of purpose in life included: sports jock, 
cop, fire-fighter, military service man, and 
martial artist vigilante. Luckily due to a lack 
of role models in my life, my allegiance to the 
system was weak so it was easy to decide to 
be want to be a rebel against the “bad guys” 
of the establishment. I was most enchanted 
by Bruce Lee. Though not a “revolutionary" 
per se, he was very radical in his own way 
and fought for peace, justice, and liberation 
inside and out. I was also highly influenced 
by the rebel archetypes found in many Sci- 
Fi flicks that brought Phillip K. Dick’s very 
radical anti-state/anti-corporate/anti-tech 
themes into mainstream consciousness. 

I played Street Fighter 2 and Mortal 
Kombat in the nickel arcade for 10-12 hours 
a day almost every Saturday and Sun¬ 
day when I was 10 and 11. And I diligently 
trained on my own with d-i-y home-made 
training gear. When I became a punk I was 
12 years old, I was adopted into the Portland 
Gutter Punx tribe as I started running away 
to find a family on the streets of Portland. I 
was quickly radicalized by my experience of 
being caged, drugged, and mind fucked by 
the youth juvenile justice and mental health! 
system and the warrior culture of anarcho* 
punk felt like a natural application of my 
existing martial artist life path. I ran away 
wearing my black Kung Fu pants and “wino" 
shoes with a copy of Bruce Lee’s The Tao of 
Jeet Kune Do in my gym bag. 

As I became a rebellious runaway re¬ 
sistor, I fantasized about well trained warrior 
punk tribes being fit and ready to live in and 
defend autonomous Ewok style villages. I've 
always had a futuristic sci-fi martial arts vi¬ 
sion of what punk would become when, in 
the words of Blix from Legend, “evil anarchy 
rules the land...” (See my previous column 
on The Tao of Doom for a further explana¬ 
tion of the dystopic violent post-apocalyptic 
world our punk descendants will soon in¬ 
habit and why we should learn to defend 
ourselves now!) 

When I was a traveling gutter punk, I 
did a lot of daydreaming but as drug addic¬ 
tion took over my body, my physical training 
stopped. I was a meth shooting tweak addict 
at age 13 living on a skateboard in alleys in 
San Francisco listening to DOOM over and 
over on my Walkman spun out of my mind. 

I was in a mystical state, sleep deprivation, 
night skating, hallucinatory trips lasting for 
days. I often connected with glimpses of 
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the future as a desired it. Autonomous punk 
tribes, skating through the ruins. However 
this imaginal realm connection was only 
rarely something I felt I had control over. 
Most of it was a spiraling paranoid psychotic 
nightmare that at times robbed me of my 
ability to speak, write, and even stand on my 
feet. The drug fog cleared at one point when 
I was hospitalized with an infected eye-brow 
piercing. I had to lay there and reconcile with 
myself the fact that my dreams of resistance 
and liberation were being killed by speed. 

I wrote a manifesto to myself about how I 
needed to rise above my condition and train 
for the future. When I got out though, I went 
straight back to the needle and the street. 

There was a drop-in center in the Polk 
District and one of the staff was a college 
student doing a project. She was writing a 
paper and she was asking all the druggie 
street kids the same question: If you were 
offered $5,000 to quit doing drugs, would 
you take the deal and if so what would you 
do with the money? My answer was simple, l 
would gladly quit drugs, take the money, get 
out of the city, and go live in the woods and 
train for revolutionary opportunity in the im¬ 
pending chaostrophic apocalypse. I may not 
have used those exact words at the time, but 
however my 13 year old mind stated it, that’s 
always been the vision.. a sort Jeremy Clark 
aesthetic mystique meets Enter the Dragon. 

At 14 I was finally caught and put in 
lock up again, this time for almost two years. 
While in lock up I trained my mind and body 
a lot. But when l got out and became a teen¬ 
age house punk, I grew into the scene of 
shows, records, parties, fashion, etc. I lost 
my personal training routine and again lost 
my discipline to the dominant punk life-style 
of self-destruction. I wasn’t apathetic, I was 
always passionate about the cause of libera¬ 
tion, revolution, autonomy, etc. but even in 
the activist world which can be excessively 
cerebral, l somehow lost connection to my 
body. I became a theory, a manifesto, an es¬ 
say, a windbag. 

I can’t simply blame the herd though, 
as a professional kick-boxer punk friend of 
mine told me a while back, “Don’t blame 
punk for losing your connection to martial 
arts, be a true punk, be yourself.” Punk is 
strange that way, in many ways it encourag¬ 
es you to be yourself, but in other ways it en¬ 
forces conformity to certain peer-pressured 
norms. Without displacing responsibility I 
can say one thing to explain but not excuse 
my loss of authentic connection to my body: 
in the punk scene I grew in, physical fitness 
was considered jockish and was ridiculed. It 
was not ‘built in’ to a healthy balanced com¬ 
munity. It among many other healthy prac¬ 
tices was shunned. I’m guilty myself of get¬ 
ting sucked into that self-destructive norm 
and ridiculing my own friends for ‘working 
out’. Of course there is no shortage of jock 
asshole macho bastards that dominate the 
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pit with shirtless sweaty displays of ego, and 
that should always be resisted. But for some 
reason, the culture didn’t seem to really fa¬ 
cilitate a middle ground. Like my friend said, 

I should have been a “true punk”, been my¬ 
self and kept my martial way even if it was 
laughed at or put down. 

To be honest though, the loss of my 
martial way was more complicated than 
simply not being encouraged by my scene. 
Though I’ve never returned to hard drug 
addiction, the reason I fell out of training 
as a late-teen was that I became an intel¬ 
lectual and as I studied radical politics and 
the state of the world more, I got progres¬ 
sively more depressed and felt more and 
more disempowered, negative, and cyni¬ 
cal. When your psychology is depressive, 
your whole body feels heavy and toxic and 
moving it, conditioning it. and training it be¬ 
comes physically and mentally painful. And 
the longer you go without keeping flexible, 
fit, conditioned, etc. the harder it is to get it 
back. There is a very real chasm of pain that 
has to be bridged by positive self-love and 
self-discipline. Self-love and self-discipline 
are rare gems in most punk scenes I’ve ex¬ 
perienced. The body is most often treated as 
a disposable utensil of shallow gratification 
through sex, drugs, and rock and roll. Only 
we have it worse. Unlike the ignorantly bliss¬ 
ful masses of rock musicians and fans, we 
fucked ourselves over by developing radical 
critiques of the world which make school, 
jobs, families, careers, and responsibilities 
to the system feel completely torturous! So 
our depressive load is greater than that of 
all the pop music scenesters having a great 
time getting laid, rocking out, looking good, 
and having families, day jobs, degrees, and 
good credit... 

Back to the rise of the martial punks, 

1 think it will be necessary to the evolution 
and survival of the anarcho-punk movement 
to develop self-love, self-discipline, and a 
culture of resistance that starts with well 
trained bodies. Right now the culture pri¬ 
marily develops bands, commodities, party 
pads and venues. It doesn’t develop many 
families, many warriors, many gardeners, 
many craftspeople, etc. That’s why it’s still 
mostly a scene phenomenon and not a cul¬ 
tural phenomenon. There are places in the 
world where “punks” can sustain themselves 
as autonomous village societies, but they 
are rare. 

As an amateur anthropologist my the¬ 
sis is that punks will have to rapidly evolve 
real communities with real roles, rights, and 
responsibilities in order to survive the in¬ 
evitable transition into anarchy. There are 
many things we lack, and one of them that 
I’ve become particularly passionate about is 
a culture of fitness and self-defense. I love 
the history of the Shaolln Temple, peaceful 
mystics developed masterful fighting styles 
not to rule and conquer, but to defend their 
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peaceful way of life in a world that’s ruled 
by might. I love in Bruce Lee’s The Chinese 
Connection, the communal Kung Fu school 
where all the students loved each other, pro¬ 
tected each other, and lived in a sacred and 
honorable way. 

A couple of years ago, I had a quarter 
life crisis that melted down a lot of my self 
made mental prison and I found a pathway 
out of depression which was reuniting with 
my body through martial arts training. It’s a 
very personal thing, but I feel it’s important 
to share it in column because now that I'm 
28 years old and have spent more than half 
of my life as a punk dreamer, I see the value 
that training can and should have for the 
whole culture. I have no desire to take my 
own personal (re)discovery and try to preach 
and convert anyone else. The more spiritual/ 
traditional martial arts can be very anarchis¬ 
tic in their weariness of ego, leaders, and 
loudmouths. 

I just want to express how I feel I’ve 
come full circle with an understanding that 
I began with at age 12: for punk to become 
a real warrior culture, it has to have the in¬ 
dividual and collective self-discipline to train 
its bodies. This doesn’t mean every one has 
to be “thin”, that’s bullshit. But we all really 
do need to create movement to be physi¬ 
cally and mentally healthy. First we have 
to develop the personal will to be healthy, 
the self-love to feel worthy of defense, the 
discipline to move, and hopefully a culture 
to back us up and provide the infrastructure 
for movement to be fun and have a relevant 
purpose. For example, I’ve always heard 
about and sometimes joined in on punk soc¬ 
cer leagues. Would it be so hard to imagine 
punk dojos, punk gyms, etc? 

In a conversation with the drummer of 
BEHIND ENEMY LINES about working out, 
he said, something to the effect of: What’s 
the point of having strong convictions if you 
can’t defend them? Of course this doesn’t 
mean we all must build muscle, but I think 
it does mean that we as individuals need to 
have a loving disciplined relationship with 
our bodies and communities where we know 
we can either out-run, out maneuver, out- 
think, or over-power any foe. There’s a basic 
“readiness" that I think we lack. 

As a population, punks are pretty de¬ 
fenseless against all the sharks out there 
ready to devour us. Whether it be the state, 
gangsters, jocks, metallers in the pit, abu¬ 
sive boyfriends, date rapists, etc. To be alive 
in this world is to be the prey of human pred¬ 
ators who practice the way of patriarchy. If 
we don’t train to defend ourselves and our 
communities, we’re basically saying, if an at¬ 
tack is survived, it will be pure luck. 

It seems hypocritical to me now more 
than ever how a subculture that prides itself 
on the iconography of resistance (raised 
fists, running wild in the streets, smashing 
and destroying things, etc.) can be so slug¬ 



gish. Again, I’m not being self-righteous, I 
have been the ultimate sloth! I’ve laid in a 
toxic soup of depression for months, barely 
moving just to get more beer, ramen, and 
cigarettes. The goal I think is to find an anti¬ 
authoritarian, rule-less personal balance of 
unhealthy pleasures, healthy pleasures, and 
unpleasant healthiness (definition of disci¬ 
pline: doing what you have to do, even when 
it’s not what you want to do...) 

As I started training in the martial arts 
again, like magic, martial punks hidden 
in the scene started appearing in my life 
People I’d known for years would suddenly 
disclose to me that they were into training as 
children, or that they train now, or that they 
are actually instructors. It felt very synchro¬ 
nistic for me to be getting into it again, and 
I’ve felt now for the last couple of years that 
a lot of people are re-awakening to practices 
that help align the mind, body, and spirit, 
build the self-esteem and give people pride, 
purpose, and direction after so many years 
of pointless nihilistic partying. 

Whether or not it becomes as cool 
as records, blast beats, mohawks, dump¬ 
ster diving, distroing, etc. my hope is that 
martial arts will take hold in our scenes and 
give punks renewed health, vitality, strength, 
invigoration, love, connection, dedication, 
passion, togetherness, solidarity, co-opera¬ 
tion, mutual aid, etc. And perhaps build the 
confidence that we can survive anything to¬ 
gether. 

Right now I feel honored to be friends 
with a Brazilian anarcho-punk who lives in 
China studying Shaolin Kung Fu, a profes¬ 
sional punk kick-boxer who fights with a 
charged mohawk, a punk couple who train 
in Ninjitsu, a punk Ju Jitsu instructor, a punk 
Jeet Kune Do instructor, two punk Tae Kwon 
Do instructors, a punk Kenpo Instructor, and 
many more. One day I’ll organize a collab¬ 
orative zine for people to tell their stories 
as I have here. There are hopeful things 
out there and there are strong currents of 
health/wellness/fitness/self-defense/mar- 
tial arts training happening in punk scenes 
throughout the world. A really amazing 
concentration can be found in the East Bay 
where punks enjoy skating, biking, going to 
anarchist dojos, participating in the Girl Army 
self defense collective, and much more. 

Til close this with the insightful words 
of Bruce Lee, excerpted from The Tao of 
Jee t, K . qne J&; 

“Times of drastic change are times of 
passions. We can never be fit and ready for 
that which is wholly new. We have to adjust 
ourselves and every radical adjustment is a 
crisis in self-esteem: we undergo a test; we 
have to prove ourselves. 

A population subjected to a drastic 
change is thus a population of misfits, and 
misfits live and breathe in an atmosphere of 
passion.” -Bruce Lee 











YOUR PRACTICAL GUIDE TO FINE PUNK LIVING 



In keeping with recent themes that explore iood from all regions oi the world, this 
issue we bring you iood from India. Many people were exciled to step in and give 
(heir recipes (his time around' which makes me really happy! Whai ioliows is a 
collection of recipes both traditional as well as new and unique; I hope you enjoy! 



Vince’s contributions: [clockwise from top] Chana Masala, Somosas and Green 
Yogurt Chutney. Served with a side of Basmati rice. 


Vince’s Chana Masala 

2 tablespoon vegetable oil 

1 large white onion, julienne cut 
1 tablespoon cumin seeds 
5 cloves garlic, finely minced 
1 inch fresh ginger, peeled, finely minced 
1 can diced tomatoes with green chilies 
1 tablespoon ground coriander 
1 tablespoon garam masala 
1 tablespoon turmeric 

1 tablespoon salt 
4 cups of water 

3 potatoes cut into small pieces 

2 cans of prepared chickpeas 

Heat oil in large pot over medium high heat. Add 
onipn and cumin seeds, stirring occasionally 
until onions start to become translucent. Add 
garlic and ginger and continue to cook and 
stir until garlic becomes aromatic. Add can of 
tomatoes, coriander, garam masala, turmeric 
and salt. Continue to cook and stir until tomato 
juice is mostly evaporated. Add water and 
potatoes and bring to a full boil then turn down 
to a low heat cover and simmer for 20 minutes. 
After potatoes have simmered and softened, 
drain cans of chickpeas and add to pot, cover 
and simmer for another 15 minutes or until 
chickpeas are a nice soft consistency. Leave 
covered and turn off heat while you prepare 
your favorite kind of rice to serve over. 

Maygun’s Indian Lentil Soup 

4 cups lentils 


Add the lentils and water, bring to a 
boil. Lower the heat and simmer, stirring 
occasionally, for about 15 minutes or until 
all the water has been absorbed. Watch 
carefully towards the end of cooking time, 
as the mixture could burn on the bottom 
of the pan. Transfer to a serving bowl and 
serve warm or at room temperature, with 
pita chips. 

For the toasted pita chips: Preheat the 
oven to moderate heat 350 degrees (180 
degrees C). Cut the pita bread into wedges 
and brush lightly with oil. Arrange on an 
oven tray and cook for 5-7 minutes, until 
lightly browned and crisp. 

Maygura’s Veggie Biryani 

Per request, I tooled around and adapted 
what I think is a darn good take on the 
traditional biryani. Enjoy! 

1 cup carrots, diced small 

1 cup peas 

1/2 cup purple potatoes, diced small 

1/2 cup cauliflower florets 

2 tomatoes, diced small 

1/4 cup onion, diced small 

1 tablespoon cayenne 

1 tablespoon ginger, minced 

4 cloves garlic, minced 

3 tablespoon lime juice 

1 teaspoon cumin 

1 teaspoon garam masala 

1 teaspoon turmeric 


Mix together all spices with enough water to 
make a paste. Set aside. 

Mix together soymilk and lime juice to 
curdle. Set aside. 

Heat margarine in a large sauce pan. Fry 
onions until brown. Add in ground spice paste 
and spices, onion ginger mixture, garlic and 
saute all until browned. Add meat substitute, 
vegetables and salt. Stir and cover. Cook for 
10 minutes on low. Add milk and 1/2 cup water 
and bring to a boil. Slowly add coconut milk and 
almond paste, bring to a boil. Remove from heat 
and add coriander leaves. Cover for a half an 
hour over low heat. Be sure to remove the lid 
and wipe off condensation every few minutes. 
This will prevent the curdled milk from turning 
rancid. When sauce is thick, serve with basmati 
rice. 

Evan’s Pakoras 

While making these pakoras, Evan 
suggests you listen to HELLKRUSHER’s 
Doomsday Hour LP. 

1 cup chickpea flour 

1/4 cup water, plus extra just in case 

cayenne pepper, to taste 

1 teaspoon cumin seeds 

1/2 teaspoon salt 

1/4 cup cilantro, chopped 

1 yellow bell pepper, chopped 

1/3 cup cauliflower 

1/2 onion, chopped 

oil for deep frying 

In a medium bowl mix together the chickpea 
flour, spices and salt. 

Add the water and beat well to make a 
smooth batter. If it seems really thick, add more 
water tablespoon by tablespoon until you have 
a consistency that can be dropped nicely from 
a spoon. Add in the chopped vegetables and 
cilantro and mix well. Don’t taste the batter! 
Raw chickpea flour tastes AWFUL and you will 
be SOO sorry for doing this. 

Heat the oil in a fryer or pot. You know it’s 
hot enough when a small drizzle of pakora 
batter sizzles and rises to the surface right 
away. Drop tablespoons of the pakora 
batter into the oil. If your pot is shallow, 
make sure the pakoras don’t stick to the 
bottom-you need enough oil to cover them 
completely so they don’t sit on the bottom of 
the pan. Also, the oil shouldn’t be too hot, 
otherwise the pakoras brown before the 
middle gets cooked. They are done when 
they are crunchy and a nice golden brown. 

Remove the pakoras from the oil and 
drain on paper towels. Salt immediately. 

Frank Appache’s Palak Paneer 

one big bunch of spinach 
1 cup fresh tofu paneer (use Jen’s 
tofu recipe listed below!) 


While still mixing with a fork, add water one 
tablespoon at a time until it comes to a dough 
consistency, adding extra flour or water 
depending on what is needed for an even 
dough. Knead dough several times then work 
into a disc shape, wrap in plastic and let sit in 
refrigerator for an hour. 

Boil potatoes until semi-soft in a 
large pot. Drain and set to the side. Melt 
margarine in pot and add carrot, onion, 
coriander and cumin and cook on medium 
high until onions start to look translucent. 
Add garlic and ginger and cook until garlic 
becomes aromatic. Add peas, potatoes and 
cilantro and keep cooking until potatoes 
become fully softened. 

Roll out dough until it is about 1/8th to 
1/16th of an inch thick. Cut 7” circles in the 
dough using an old CASUALTIES 7" as 
not to harm your good records. Cut each 
circle in half, moisten straight edge and 
press together to form a cone shape with 
the dough. Fill the cone with filling but not 
so much that you can’t seal the cone into a 
triangle shape. Repeat until you don’t have 
enough dough to make anymore. 

Heat about 3” of oil in a saucepan on 
medium to medium high heat. Once oil is 
heated, drop 3 samosas in at a time frying 
until they are golden brown with a few darker 
spots here and there. Place on a plate with a 
few layers of old newspaper on it to soak up 
the oil. Serve with your favorite chutney. 



1 lb. green beans 
1 can coconut milk 
salt and pepper to taste 
Saute split peans and spices until golden 
brown with salt and half the oil. Add coconut 
milk and reduce until thick over medium heat. 
Heat another pan and saute green beans in 
remaining oil until they begin to soften but 
still maintain their crunch. Add green beans 
to coconut mixture, stir and serve. 

Vince’s Green Yogurt Chutney 

1 inch of fresh ginger 

3 scallions 

1 jalaperio 

1 bunch of cilantro 

1/2 ounce fresh mint, de-stemmed 

1 cup of vegan plain yogurt 

Cut open jalaperio and remove seeds 
and ribs. Now either you can take all the 
ingredients (except yogurt) and either finely 
dice them with a knife (giving it a better 
texture but take much more time) or use 
a food processor (saving a lot of time but 
ending up with something that is a bit more 
mushy). Then add in yogurt and enjoy! 

Jen’s Homemade Tofu 

This recipe for home made tofu is to be 
used in place of any recipe that calls for 
paneer cheese. If you want, it can also be 
used as the meat substitute for the Kurmah. 
Thanks Jen! 

Ingredients: 

2 cups soybeans 

a little magnesium chloride (nigari) 
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collection of recipes both traditional as well as new and unique; I hope you enjoy! 


Vince’s Chana Masala 

2 tablespoon vegetable oil 

1 large white onion, julienne cut 
1 tablespoon cumin seeds 
5 cloves garlic, finely minced 
1 inch fresh ginger, peeled, finely minced 
1 can diced tomatoes with green chilies 
1 tablespoon ground coriander 
1 tablespoon garam masala 
1 tablespoon turmeric 

1 tablespoon salt 
4 cups of water 

3 potatoes cut into small pieces 

2 cans of prepared chickpeas 

Heat oil in large pot over medium high heat. Add 
onion and cumin seeds, stirring occasionally 
until onions start to become translucent. Add 
garlic and ginger and continue to cook and 
stir until garlic becomes aromatic. Add can of 
tomatoes, coriander, garam masala, turmeric 
and salt. Continue to cook and stir until tomato 
juice is mostly evaporated. Add water and 
potatoes and bring to a full boil then turn down 
to a low heat cover and simmer for 20 minutes. 
After potatoes have simmered and softened, 
drain cans of chickpeas and add to pot, cover 
and simmer for another 15 minutes or until 
chickpeas are a nice soft consistency. Leave 
covered and turn off heat while you prepare 
your favorite kind of rice to serve over. 

Maygun’s Indian Lentil Soup 

4 cups lentils 

2 carrots, diced small 

2 potatoes, diced small 

3 quarts (12 cups) water 
1/4 cup garlic, minced 
3/4 cup lemon juice 

2 cups soy creamer 

1 tablespoon turmeric 
1 tablespoon paprika 
1 tablespoon ground ginger 

1 tablespoon cayenne 

3 bay leaves 

2 tablespoon salt 

Cook lentils in water. Add vegetables, garlic, 
spices and cook for 10 minutes. Add lemon 
juice and salt, cook until lentils and veggies 
are soft. Add soy cream to finish, and adjust 
seasonings as needed. 

Frank Appache’s Naan Bread 

4 cups white flour 

1/2 teaspoon baking powder 
1 teaspoon salt 
1/2 cup soy milk 
1 tablespoon sugar 
1 egg worth of egg replacer 
1 teaspoon nigella or sesame seeds 
1/4 cup oil 

Mix flour, salt and baking powder into a 
bowl and make a well in the middle. 

Mix the sugar, milk, egg replacer, and 
half the oil in another bowl. 

Pour the wet mix into the well in the dry 
mix and fold in. Mix until you have a soft 
dough. Add the remaining oil, mix again, 
cover with damp cloth and let the dough 
rest for 15 minutes. Mix the dough again 
and cover and leave for 2-3 hours to rise. 


Add the lentils and water, bring to a 
boil. Lower the heat and simmer, stirring 
occasionally, for about 15 minutes or until 
all the water has been absorbed. Watch 
carefully towards the end of cooking time, 
as the mixture could burn on the bottom 
of the pan. Transfer to a serving bowl and 
serve warm or at room temperature, with 
pita chips. 

For the toasted pita chips: Preheat the 
oven to moderate heat 350 degrees (180 
degrees C). Cut the pita bread into wedges 
and brush lightly with oil. Arrange on an 
oven tray and cook for 5-7 minutes, until 
lightly browned and crisp. 

Maygun’s Veggie Biryani 

Per request, I tooled around and adapted 
what I think is a darn good take on the 
traditional biryani. Enjoy! 

1 cup carrots, diced small 

1 cup peas 

1/2 cup purple potatoes, diced small 
1/2 cup cauliflower florets 

2 tomatoes, diced small 
1/4 cup onion, diced small 
1 tablespoon cayenne 

1 tablespoon ginger, minced 
4 cloves garlic, minced 

3 tablespoon lime juice 
1 teaspoon cumin 

1 teaspoon garam masala 

1 teaspoon turmeric 
3 cups rice, cooked 

1/2 cup cashews, toasted 
1/2 cup dried fruit- golden raisins and 
apricots 

Saute all veggies in oil for about 5 minutes. 
Sautee carrots and potatoes first, then add 
cauliflower, tomatoes and peas. Set aside. 

Put oil in pan, and saute onions and spices 
until golden. Add lime juice and stir in veggies. 
Stir in rice and cook until heated through. Fold 
in fruit and nuts and serve. 

Nathan’s Gobi Aloo 

2 medium sized russet potatoes, 1 
cut into medium dice and 1 cut into 
small dice. Keep separate. 

1 head cauliflower, cut into bite sized pieces 
1 can diced tomatoes 
1 jalepehos, seeded and minced 
1 yellow onion, diced 
5-6 cloves garlic, minced 
1 tablespoon garam masala 
1 tablespoon whole cumin seeds 
1 teaspoon cumin, ground 
salt and pepper to taste 
1 quart vegetable stock 
In a medium sized pot (do not use nonstick- 
you want the carmelization!) heat some 
canola oil. Saute onions until browned. 
Add garlic, jalapenos, tomatoes and spices 
and cook for 3-4 minutes. Add stock and 
small diced potato and bring to a boil, then 
reduce heat to simmer. Cook until potatoes 
dissolve into the sauce. Add medium diced 
potatoes and cauliflower. Cook until tender, 
serve with warm naan and basmati rice. 


1 teaspoon cumin seeas 

1/2 teaspoon salt 

1/4 cup cilantro, chopped 

1 yellow bell pepper, chopped 

1/3 cup cauliflower 

1/2 onion, chopped 

oil for deep frying 

In a medium bowl mix together the chickpea 
flour, spices and salt. 

Add the water and beat well to make a 
smooth batter. If it seems really thick, add more 
water tablespoon by tablespoon until you have 
a consistency that can be dropped nicely from 
a spoon. Add in the chopped vegetables and 
cilantro and mix well. Don’t taste the batter! 
Raw chickpea flour tastes AWFUL and you will 
be SOO sorry for doing this. 

Heat the oil in a fryer or pot. You know it’s 
hot enough when a small drizzle of pakora 
batter sizzles and rises to the surface right 
away. Drop tablespoons of the pakora 
batter into the oil. If your pot is shallow, 
make sure the pakoras don’t stick to the 
bottom-you need enough oil to cover them 
completely so they don’t sit on the bottom of 
the pan. Also, the oil shouldn’t be too hot, 
otherwise the pakoras brown before the 
middle gets cooked. They are done when 
they are crunchy and a nice golden brown. 

Remove the pakoras from the oil and 
drain on paper towels. Salt immediately. 

Frank Appache’s Palak Paneer 

one big bunch of spinach 
1 cup fresh tofu paneer (use Jen’s 
tofu recipe listed below!) 

1 medium sized ripe tomato 
several green chillies, chili powder 
works in a pinch too 
1/2 onion, chopped finely into 
small pieces 
3 cloves garlic, chopped 
1 tablespoon ginger, minced 
1/2 bunch cilantro, minced 
1 teaspoon of dhania-jeera (coriander- 
cumin) powder 

quarter cup cashews (OPTIONAL) 
half teaspoon of salt 

Saute the spinach with chilies until wilted in 
a little oil. Throw those in the blender until it 
looks like you’ve got slime in there! 

Boil the tomato in water until the skin breaks 
down. 

Roast cashews, then crush. 

In a medium pan, heat oil and saute tofu 
paneer until crispy. Remove from pan and 
saute onion until translucent. Add Garlic, 
ginger, cilantro, coriander and cumin. Add 
spinach mixture and tomatoes. Add a 
dash of turmeric and salt, cook on low for 
8 minutes. Add tofu and let simmer a few 
minutes more. Serve over rice. 

Liz’s Tomato Cucumber Salad 

Serve this salad next to heavier hot dishes 
to balance the plate with a fresh cold salad. 
1 cucumber, peeled and diced 
2-3 medium tomatoes, diced 
1/4 cup rice vinegar 
pinch of coriander, ground 
Mix all together and serve chilled. 


consistency, adding extra flour or water 
depending on what is needed for an even 
dough. Knead dough several times then work 
into a disc shape, wrap in plastic and let sit in 
refrigerator for an hour. 

Boil potatoes until semi-soft in a 
large pot. Drain and set to the side. Melt 
margarine in pot and add carrot, onion, 
coriander and cumin and cook on medium 
high until onions start to look translucent. 
Add garlic and ginger and cook until garlic 
becomes aromatic. Add peas, potatoes and 
cilantro and keep cooking until potatoes 
become fully softened. 

Roll out dough until it is about 1/8th to 
1/16th of an inch thick. Cut 7” circles in the 
dough using an old CASUALTIES 7” as 
not to harm your good records. Cut each 
circle in half, moisten straight edge and 
press together to form a cone shape with 
the dough. Fill the cone with filling but not 
so much that you can’t seal the cone into a 
triangle shape. Repeat until you don’t have 
enough dough to make anymore. 

Heat about 3” of oil in a saucepan on 
medium to medium high heat. Once oil is 
heated, drop 3 samosas in at a time frying 
until they are golden brown with a few darker 
spots here and there. Place on a plate with a 
few layers of old newspaper on it to soak up 
the oil. Serve with your favorite chutney. 



Liz’ Pickled Onion and Peppers 

This spicy tangy condiment adds a fresh 
heat and crunch to your meal! 

1/2 red onion, sliced really thin 
3 small green chilies, seeds 
removed, sliced into thin strips 
1 lemon, juiced 
1/4 teaspoon coriander 
Mix all ingredients in a bowl and let sit in the 
fridge for 2 hours to let the flavors meld. 7 

Maygun’s Coriander 
Coconut Green Beans 

1/4 cup split peas 

3 tablespoon coriander 
1 teaspoon cayenne 
1/2 teaspoon cumin 

4 cloves 

1 atick cinnamon 
1/4 cup. olive oil 


salt and pepper to taste 
Saute split peans and spices until golden 
brown with salt and half the oil. Add coconut 
milk and reduce until thick over medium heat. 
Heat another pan and saute green beans in 
remaining oil until they begin to soften but 
still maintain their crunch. Add green beans 
to coconut mixture, stir and serve. 

Vince’s Green Yogurt Chutney 

1 inch of fresh ginger 

3 scallions 

1 jalapeno 

1 bunch of cilantro 

1/2 ounce fresh mint, de-stemmed 

1 cup of vegan plain yogurt 

Cut open jalapeno and remove seeds 
and ribs. Now either you can take all the 
ingredients (except yogurt) and either finely 
dice them with a knife (giving it a better 
texture but take much more time) or use 
a food processor (saving a lot of time but 
ending up with something that is a bit more 
mushy). Then add in yogurt and enjoy! 

Jen’s Homemade Tofu 

This recipe for home made tofu is to be 
used in place of any recipe that calls for 
paneer cheese. If you want, it can also be 
used as the meat substitute for the Kurmah. 
Thanks Jen! 

Ingredients: 

2 cups soybeans 

a little magnesium chloride (nigari) 
Preparation: 

1. Soak the soybeans overnight in water 
and drain. 

2. Grind the soybeans with a little boiling 
water to make the consistency of mashed 
potatoes. 

3. Take the soy mixture and, in small 
amounts, place in boiling water for 10 
minutes. This phase is really important, 
because it breaks down an enzyme that 
makes the protein in soy digestible. 

4. Filter the water and the liquid that results 
is soy milk. The pulp that results is called 
Okara, you can mix it with flour to make 
bread, vegetarian meat sauces or burgers. 

5. Add a small amount of magnesium 
chloride, or calcium sulfide (I prefer calcium 
sulfide) to coagulate the milk. 

6. The milk separates and curds form and 
float to the surface. The remaining water 
mixture should be clear. 

7. Separate the curds and place them in 
a colander lined with cheese cloth so the 
curds can drain of excess liquid. 

8. Place something heavy over the curds 
with cheese cloth and let sit for a couple 
hours to drain. 

9. Place the tofu in cold water and let it 
sit for several hours. Throw away any 
remaining liquid. 


RECETA EM ESPAN8L! 

After contributing a couple great recipes in the Latin American Foods section a couple 
issues back, Jen is back with another awesome recipe in Spanish. As l did last time, I’ve 
translated the recipe into English as well. We hope she contributes more to our bilingual 
recipe corner! 






2 carrots, diced small 

2 potatoes, diced small 

3 quarts (12 cups) water 
1/4 cup garlic, minced 
3/4 cup lemon juice 

2 cups soy creamer 

1 tablespoon turmeric 
1 tablespoon paprika 
1 tablespoon ground ginger 

1 tablespoon cayenne 

3 bay leaves 

2 tablespoon salt 

Cook lentils in water. Add vegetables, garlic, 
spices and cook for 10 minutes. Add lemon 
juice and salt, cook until lentils and veggies 
are soft. Add soy cream to finish, and adjust 
seasonings as needed. 

Frank Appache’s Naan Bread 

4 cups white flour 

1/2 teaspoon baking powder 
1 teaspoon salt 
1/2 cup soy milk 
1 tablespoon sugar 
1 egg worth of egg replacer 
1 teaspoon nigella or sesame seeds 
1/4 cup oil 

Mix flour, salt and baking powder into a 
bowl and make a well in the middle. 

Mix the sugar, milk, egg replacer, and 
half the oil in another bowl. 

Pour the wet mix into the well in the dry 
mix and fold in. Mix until you have a soft 
dough. Add the remaining oil, mix again, 
cover with damp cloth and let the dough 
rest for 15 minutes. Mix the dough again 
and cover and leave for 2-3 hours to rise. 

Preheat the oven to really hot, turn the 
dough into 8 balls. 

Sprinkle a baking sheet with nigella or 
sesame seeds. Roll the dough balls until 
flat and oval- they don’t have to be too thin! 
Bake the naan until puffed up and golden 
brown. Serve hot. Enjoy! 

Alicia’s Dal With 
Toasted Pita Chips 

For the Dal: 

1 1/4 cups (310g/9 3/4 ounce) red lentils 

2 tablespoons vegetable oil 

1 medium onion, finely chopped 

2 cloves garlic, crushed 

1 teaspoon grated fresh ginger 

1 teaspoon ground turmeric 
t teaspoon garam masala 

2 cups (500 ml/16 fl oz) water 

Place the lentils in a large bowl and cover 
with water. Remove any floating particles 
and drain the lentils well. 

Heat the oil in a medium pan. Fry the 
onion for about 3 minutes or until soft. 
Add the garlic, ginger and spices; cook, 
stirring for another minute. 


3 cups rice, cooked 

1/2 cup cashews, toasted 
1/2 cup dried fruit- golden raisins and 
apricots 

Saute all veggies in oil for about 5 minutes. 
Sautee carrots and potatoes first, then add 
cauliflower, tomatoes and peas. Set aside. 

Put oil in pan, and saute onions and spices 
until golden. Add lime juice and stir in veggies. 
Stir in rice and cook until heated through. Fold 
in fruit and nuts and serve. 

Nathan’s Gobi Aloo 

2 medium sized russet potatoes, 1 
cut into medium dice and 1 cut into 
small dice. Keep separate. 

1 head cauliflower, cut into bite sized pieces 
1 can diced tomatoes 
1 jalepenos, seeded and minced 
1 yellow onion, diced 
5-6 cloves garlic, minced 
1 tablespoon garam masala 
1 tablespoon whole cumin seeds 
1 teaspoon cumin, ground 
salt and pepper to taste 

1 quart vegetable stock 

In a medium sized pot (do not use nonstick- 
you want the carmelization!) heat some 
canola oil. Saute onions until browned. 
Add garlic, jalapenos, tomatoes and spices 
and cook for 3-4 minutes. Add stock and 
small diced potato and bring to a boil, then 
reduce heat to simmer. Cook until potatoes 
dissolve into the sauce. Add medium diced 
potatoes and cauliflower. Cook until tender, 
serve with warm naan and basmati rice. 

Liz’s Kurmah 

This is Liz’s family recipe- an awesome 
vegan take on an Indian classic! 

2 lbs. meat substitute (You can use 
fake meat, extra veggies, tofu, etc.) 

4 potatoes, diced 

15 mushrooms, quartered 
6 tablespoon margarine 

1 small red Onion, sliced thin 
4 cloves 

4 cardamom pods 

1/2 small red onion and 1 inch ginger, 
peeled. Blend these two together 
4 cloves garlic, minced 

2 tablespoon each coriander, cumin and 
anise seed 

1 teaspoon white pepper seed 
1/2 teaspoon turmeric 
salt to taste 
1 cup soy milk 
juice of two lemons 
1 can coconut milk 
20 almonds, soaked in hot water and 
skins removed. Blend together with 
a little water. 

1 cup coriander leaves 


1 medium sized ripe tomato 
several green chillies, chili powder 
works in a pinch too 
1/2 onion, chopped finely into 
small pieces 

3 cloves garlic, chopped 

1 tablespoon ginger, minced 
1/2 bunch cilantro, minced 
1 teaspoon of dhania-jeera (coriander- 
cumin) powder 

quarter cup cashews (OPTIONAL) 
half teaspoon of salt 

Saute the spinach with chilies until wilted in 
a little oil. Throw those in the blender until it 
looks like you’ve got slime in there! 

Boil the tomato in water until the skin breaks 
down. 

Roast cashews, then crush. 

In a medium pan, heat oil and saute tofu 
paneer until crispy. Remove from pan and 
saute onion until translucent. Add Garlic, 
ginger, cilantro, coriander and cumin. Add 
spinach mixture and tomatoes. Add a 
dash of turmeric and salt, cook on low for 
8 minutes. Add tofu and let simmer a few 
minutes more. Serve over rice. 

Liz’s Tomato Cucumber Salad 

Serve this salad next to heavier hot dishes 
to balance the plate with a fresh cold salad. 
1 cucumber, peeled and diced 
2-3 medium tomatoes, diced 
1/4 cup rice vinegar 
pinch of coriander, ground 
Mix all together and serve chilled. 

Maygun’s Mango Chutney 

4 mangoes, peeled, cut into small 
bite sized chunks 

1 cup champagne vinegar 
In a small sauce pan, cook mangoes and 
vinegar over low heat until mushy. Stir 
frequently to prevent burning. 

Vince’s Samosas 

For the dough: 

3 cups of unbleached flour 

1 stick of vegan margarine 

12 tablespoons of COLD water 
For the filling: 

2 medium sized potatoes, cubed 
1 tablespoon vegan margarine 

1 teaspoon coriander seeds 
1 teaspoon cumin seeds 
1 large carrot, cubed 
1 large white onion, diced, 

3 cloves of garlic, minced 

1/2 inch of peeled ginger, minced 
1/2 cup of frozen peas 
several stalks of cilantro 
Start with the dough. Place the flour in a bowl 
while melting the stick of margarine. Once 
melted combine with a fork until crumbly. 



Liz’ Pickled Onion and Peppers 

This spicy tangy condiment adds a fresh 
heat and crunch to your meal! 

1/2 red onion, sliced really thin 
3 small green chilies, seeds 
removed, sliced into thin strips 
1 lemon, juiced 
1/4 teaspoon coriander 
Mix all ingredients in a bowl and let sit in the 
fridge for 2 hours to let the flavors meld, j 

Maygun’s Coriander 
Coconut Green Beans 

1/4 cup split peas 

3 tablespoon coriander 
1 teaspoon cayenne 
1/2 teaspoon cumin 

4 cloves 

1 atick cinnamon 
1/4 cup. olive oil 


Preparation: 

1. Soak the soybeans overnight in water 
and drain. 

2. Grind the soybeans with a little boiling 
water to make the consistency of mashed 
potatoes. 

3. Take the soy mixture and, in small 
amounts, place in boiling water for 10 
minutes. This phase is really important, 
because it breaks down an enzyme that 
makes the protein in soy digestible. 

4. Filter the water and the liquid that results 
is soy milk. The pulp that results is called 
Okara, you can mix it with flour to make 
bread, vegetarian meat sauces or burgers. 
5.. Add a small amount of magnesium 
chloride, or calcium sulfide (I prefer calcium 
sulfide) to coagulate the milk. 

6 . The milk separates and curds form and 
float to the surface. The remaining water 
mixture should be clear. 

7. Separate the curds and place them in 
a colander lined with cheese cloth so the 
curds can drain of excess liquid. 

8 . Place something heavy over the curds 
with cheese cloth and let sit for a couple 
hours to drain. 

9. Place the tofu in cold water and let it 
sit for several hours. Throw away any 
remaining liquid. 


RECETA EN ESPAN8L! 

After contributing a couple great recipes in the Latin American Foods section a couple 
issues back, Jen is back with another awesome recipe in Spanish. As l did last time, I’ve 
translated the recipe into English as well. We hope she contributes more to our bilingual 
recipe corner! 


Jen’s Tofu casero 

Ingredientes: 

2 tazas de granos de soja 
un poco de nigari (cloruro de magnesio) 
Preparacion: 

1 . Deje la semilla de soja en agua por la 
noche, al dia siguiente deseche el agua. 

2. Muela la soja y al mismo tiempo echele 
una pequeha cantidad de agua hirviendo, 
para conseguir una masa como la de pur6 
de patatas. 

3. Coja la masa y 6chela en pequeftas 
porciones en una olla de agua hirviendo, 
y d6jelas por 10 minutos. Esta etapa es 
muy importante, pues el calor destruye 
una enzima de la soja. Si la enzima no se 
destruye, la protelna de soja es indigerible 

4. Se filtra el agua y el liquido resultante 
es la leche de soja. La pulpa se llama 
okara, puede mezclarse con harina para 


hacer pan, boioftesas vegetarianas o 
hamburguesas. 

5. A la leche de soja se le afiade una 
pequeha cantidad de cloruro de magnesio 
6 de sulfato de calcio (yo prefiero el 
sulfato de calcio) para coagular la leche. 

6 . La leche se corta y se forman co^gulos 
que flotan. El suero que queda debe ser 
claro. 

7. Los co^gulos se separan y se colocan 
en un contenedor forrado con tela para 
quesos. El contenedor debe tener un 
pequeho agujero para permitir el drenaje 
del exceso de suero. Se tapa 

8 . Se coloca un pequeho peso encima de 
la tapa y se deja por varias horas. 

9. Vacle el bloque de Tofu en una olla 
grande llena de agua frta y d6jela reposar 
por una hora. Tire el suero. 


A big thanks to all the folks that were so excited to contribute this issue: Alicia, Evan, Frank, 
Jen, Liz, Nathan, and Vince. Apparently, this type of food inspired lots of interest- many 
more folks contributed this issue than in issues past. Are there certain types of food that you 
would like to see listed here? Do you have knowledge of regional food and want to share? 
Do you want to know things, but aren’t sure where to find information? Get in touch! I always 
want feedback and help. You can email me as always at maygun@mail.com. Cheers! 
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comics. The fine arts end. I watched him do a 
demo and I learned more in a two hour demo 
than four years of art school. He is against 
line work. He would say go get a stick and 
ink and just draw. Really work up what you 
feel in what you see. Take a drawing and just 
overwork it. Ruin it. Then fix it. Push your own 
boundaries. Take chances. His originals were 
so thick with any medium he could find. Beau¬ 
tiful. I could never fully give up line but I try my 
best to avoid my work becoming too sterile. 


affordable for the everyday person. Com¬ 
ics are so much more than superheroes 
and spandex. Creators like Ashley Wood 
and his chaotic movement to Mike Mignola 
and his moody story telling through simpli¬ 
fied imagery and dramatic shadows. I’m 
basically influenced by everything I see. 
From cracks in the sidewalk, yuppies on 
their cell phones to the towering mountains 
that surround me. The best reference ma¬ 
terial ever is National Geographic. Every¬ 
thing possible is photographed beautifully. 
I can just open to a random page and find 
something of interest. 


power in their music. I’ve traveled for years 
with both bands. Helping with driving, sell¬ 
ing merch and just holding things together 
on the road. It’s always an adventure. I’ve 
done a some art for KYLESA over the 
years. John Baizley has his own band 
BARONESS nailed down. I love it when 
bands are so internalized. Their art repre¬ 
sents their music which represents them¬ 
selves. Its exactly what DIY stands for. 

Traveling with both bands has 
helped me see the world. Meet count¬ 
less new friends and get my artwork out 
there. The underground community is so 


PE: How long does it take you to complete 
a piece of work? Do the person(s) you are 
doing it for have much involvement in the 
process? Do you work on more than one 
piece at a time? 

HUSH: I tend to work faster than most. De¬ 
pending on what I’m working on it can take 
me a few days to a month. I usually start with 
thumb nail sketches. Sometimes pencils. But 
my sketches are so loose only I can follow 
them. Then I move in with ink and acrylics or 
whatever is in arms reach. Now being on the 
road with BARONESS. I’m having a lot of set 
backs. So hard to get work done on tour. Also 
I’m really picky about what I work on. If I’m not 
totally into the project I'll never finish it. The 
more work I have that piles up the more and 
more picky I get. I never have enough time it 
seems. If I did not have to sleep I would not. 
I do work on several pieces at a time. Some 
I roughly plan out. Others I start at one point 
and see where it goes. The longer I take the 
more ideas I can pack into a design. 

I take ideas from bands as a general 
direction. But then I take their ideas and twist 
it out of shape and remake it into something I 
can really feel for myself. I have to make it my 
own. 
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I recently wandered into the Egon 
Sheille exhibit in Vienna while on tour 
with BARONESS and KYLESA. Seeing 
the originals and getting up close to take 
in every brush stroke or finger print was 
overwhelming. I was almost thrown out. I 
was getting so close to the glass that I was 
setting off the silent alarm. Security said I 
was making their jobs hard. But I’m used to 
seeing these pieces of art in a book. 2 inch 
squares. I wanted to see the real thing. Ev¬ 
erything. Work out their techniques in my 
head. Its the process that makes it beau¬ 
tiful. Security was not impressed. Maybe 
because they work there they’ve figured 
it all out already and I’m just some punk 


PE: What is the earliest age you remem¬ 
ber drawing or being interested in creating 
pictures? 

HUSH: My mom says I’ve been drawing 
since before I could talk. She has an attic full 
of boxes of scrap paper, church bulletins and 
school papers that I scribbled weird giant mice 
and robots all over. I always had low grades 
in school. To me it was eight hours of draw¬ 
ing time. Add Southern Baptist parents and 
I had another several hours a week to draw 
in church. I would find dead wasps in window 
sills and do my best to recreate them. Or dol¬ 
lar bills. I was obsessed with the line work 
on money. In sixth grade I was grounded for 
drawing the cover of Iron Maiden’s Killers in 
church. 

Being an artist was never what I set 


a drought of shows I began booking shows 
at my house and any other nook and cranny 
I could get away with. THE UNPERSONS 7” 
was the first fairly big record cover I ever did. 
Also one of my favorites to this day. 

Then I was turned on to Slug and Let¬ 
tuce and started sending in random heading 
illustrations to Chris Boarts and it blew my 
mind when they were printed. Ten years later 
Slug and Lettuce was my most stable illustra¬ 
tion job. I also did a cover for the CONTRA¬ 
VENE LP. The back cover was actually a 
depiction of my first house I did shows in. All 
my roommates are there. I’m hidden in there. 
All our dogs and friends. Its more of a family 
portrait than an album cover. 

Some of the other bands Ive done art 
for: ACCUSED, KYLESA, UNPERSONS, 


PE: How did your collaboration with Slug 
and Lettuce come about? 

HUSH: I have been doing the covers for the 
Slug and Lettuce zine for over 10 years. Chris 







a drought of shows I began booking shows 
at my house and any other nook and cranny 
I could get away with. THE UNPERSONS 7” 
was the first fairly big record cover I ever did. 
Also one of my favorites to this day. 

Then I was turned on to Slug and Let¬ 
tuce and started sending in random heading 
illustrations to Chris Boarts and it blew my 
mind when they were printed. Ten years later 
Slug and Lettuce was my most stable illustra¬ 
tion job. I also did a cover for the CONTRA¬ 
VENE LP. The back cover was actually a 
depiction of my first house I did shows in. All 
my roommates are there. I’m hidden in there. 
All our dogs and friends. Its more of a family 
portrait than an album cover. 

Some of the other bands Ive done art 
for: ACCUSED, KYLESA, UNPERSONS, 
CHRONICLE A.D, CONTRAVENE, GRIM- 
PLE, WAKE UP ON FIRE, DESOLATION, 
GUIDED CRADLE, KAKISTOCRACY, NUX 
VOMICA, THE HOLY MOUNTAIN, CAVE 
CANEM, HAWG JAW, SKELETON WITCH, 
IRON LUNG, SHANK, LEECH MILK, 
PE: How did you get into punk and what WORDS THAT BURN, DIE SCREAMING, 
attracted tou to it in the first place? LEX VEGAS, HELLEN KELLER, COUGH, 

HUSH: My family was military. In the 80’s all CAPSULE, THE BRICKS, NEGATIVE FEED- 
my friends on the base were metal heads. So BACK and more I’m sure I’m forgetting. 

I was introduced to aggressive music and bad 

behavior at an early age. Confining a bunch PE: Did you ever receive much encour - 
of kids in a fenced in area is a great way to agement regarding your art while growing 
breeds problems. The problems our parents up? From your parents, school, etc.? 
warned us about. Those were violent times. HUSH: My parents were always very sup- 
It wasn’t till I was in high school in Tennes- portive of me being into the arts. Not that they 
see, the middle of nowhere, that I discovered liked everything I drew. Being crazy religious 
punk rock and stopped getting into so much they had a hard time with my depictions of 
trouble. I started skate boarding and meet- skulls and monsters. Mixed with the Devil’s 
ing punk kids. The power of the mixed tape music, I put them on the war path fairly often, 
changed everything. Friends would make me I owe my parents and their religion for making 
tapes. Like 7 SECONDS on one side CORO- me who I am today. Punk till the day I die and 


PE: What is the earliest age you remem¬ 
ber drawing or being interested in creating 
pictures? 

HUSH: My mom says I’ve been drawing 
since before I could talk. She has an attic full 
of boxes of scrap paper, church bulletins and 
school papers that I scribbled weird giant mice 
and robots all over. I always had low grades 
in school. To me it was eight hours of draw¬ 
ing time. Add Southern Baptist parents and 
I had another several hours a week to draw 
in church. I would find dead wasps in window 
sills and do my best to recreate them. Or dol¬ 
lar bills. I was obsessed with the line work 
on money. In sixth grade I was grounded for 
drawing the cover of Iron Maiden’s Killers in 
church. 

Being an artist was never what I set 
out to do. I just couldn't sit still. Always had 
to be fidgeting with something. So I doodled 
on everything. In high school I’d burn through 
sketch books really fast. No white space left 
untouched. 



thing possible is photographed beautifully. 
I can just open to a random page and find 
something of interest. 


helped me see the world. Meet count¬ 
less new friends and get my artwork out 
there. The underground community is so 


PE: How long does it take you to complete 
a piece of work? Do the person(s) you are 
doing it for have much involvement in the 
process? Do you work on more than one 
piece at a time? 

HUSH: I tend to work faster than most. De¬ 
pending on what I’m working on it can take 
me a few days to a month. I usually start with 
thumb nail sketches. Sometimes pencils. But 
my sketches are so loose only I can follow 
them. Then I move in with ink and acrylics or 
whatever is in arms reach. Now being on the 
road with BARONESS. I’m having a lot of set 
backs. So hard to get work done on tour. Also 
I’m really picky about what I work on. If I’m not 
totally into the project I’ll never finish it. The 
more work I have that piles up the more and 
more picky I get. I never have enough time it 
seems. If I did not have to sleep I would not. 
I do work on several pieces at a time. Some 
I roughly plan out. Others I start at one point 
and see where it goes. The longer I take the 
more ideas I can pack into a design. 

I take ideas from bands as a general 
direction. But then I take their ideas and twist 
it out of shape and remake it into something I 
can really feel for myself. I have to make it my 
own. 
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I recently wandered into the Egon 
Sheille exhibit in Vienna while on tour 
with BARONESS and KYLESA. Seeing 
the originals and getting up close to take 
in every brush stroke or finger print was 
overwhelming. I was almost thrown out. I 
was getting so close to the glass that I was 
setting off the silent alarm. Security said I 
was making their jobs hard. But I’m used to 
seeing these pieces of art in a book. 2 inch 
squares. I wanted to see the real thing. Ev¬ 
erything. Work out their techniques in my 
head. Its the process that makes it beau¬ 
tiful. Security was not impressed. Maybe 
because they work there they’ve figured 
it all out already and I’m just some punk 


PE: How did your collaboration with Slug 
and Lettuce come about? 

HUSH: I have been doing the covers for the 
Slug and Lettuce zine for over 10 years. Chris 


large but so interconnected. It’s all friends 
helping friends. Its hard to find a town that 
someone doesn’t know someone you 
know somewhere. Doing art for bands, 
Slug and Lettuce and selling my Hush art 
zines and prints on the road has gotten my 
name around a good bit and has helped 
me get more and more art jobs. I pretty 
much stay swamped these days. 

I’ve seen and done a lot of things 
over the years that never would have hap¬ 
pened if I had not quit that job, ruined that 
relationship or slacked on a deadline or 
two... Just by jumping in the van with those 
characters. 


Boarts started the zine 20 years ago. When I 
was starting to really nose around in the un¬ 
derground scene in Savannah GA. My friend 
Victoria, singer for DAMAD at the time, turned 
me on to the zine. I remember her teaching all 
us young punks how to sew patches and peg 
our pants. She basically steered us in the right 
direction on everything punk. Well, she used 
to give me copies of S & L and one day sug¬ 
gested I send off a drawing to Chris. I did and 
after the second or third one Chris wrote me 
and said I was hired. I think I missed two is¬ 
sues in the whole ten years. And I think those 
illustrations are some of my best works. 


kid making life hard for them. Or maybe 
security guards don’t get jobs in museums 
because they love art. 


PE: Did you go to an art school and if so 
what were your experiences? 

HUSH: After a year in the factory I attend 
art college. After going I wouldn’t suggest 
it. It was what I needed to get myself out 
of my home town in Tennessee and intro¬ 
duced to a far more diverse crowd. But I 
think art school is a business run by rotten 
characters that have interest in art. Artist 
and people interested in art should group 
together and learn through an exchange of 
ideas and techniques. I learned more from 
the people around me than I ever did in 
school. You are basically going into a life¬ 
time of debt, by taking prerequisites that will 
keep you anchored in a shit job and away 
from the drawing board. One of my biggest 
problems is working eight hours a day then 
coming home exhausted trying to draw. But 
everyone should make their own decisions. 


PE: I have noticed from your MySpace page 
that you really love being out and about? 

HUSH: I live a life of total adventure. 
Whether it’s touring, wandering through 
the woods or exploring creepy sub-base¬ 
ments in Cinncinati. I’m a sucker for urban 
exploration. I moved uptotheAppalachain 
mountains for the freedom of movement. 

I find the mountains inexhaustible. There 
is always some where to go. Something 
to do or explore. Roaming around through 
craggy ravines with my dog, swimming in 
rivers, jumping off cliffs and train trestles, 
rope swings. My personal favorite is stroll¬ 
ing for miles through bat infested caverns. 
Its all here and it’s free No niaht at the bar 


PE: Any particular artists or illustrators 
that have inspired you while you were 
growing up? Any current artists? 

HUSH: Artist who work similar to the way I 
do really move me. J’m into “hands-on” art. 
Art I can comprehend and relate to. Work 
you can stare closely at for hours. Drool 
over every accent or texture. Bosch was 
one of my biggest early influences followed 
by Durer and Dore. They taught me detail 
overload was the way to go. I love to hide 
things in my drawings. 


PE: Has technology helped or hindered 







out to do. I just couldn't sit still. Always had 
to be fidgeting with something. So I doodled 
on everything. In high school I’d burn through 
sketch books really fast. No white space left 
untouched. 

PE: How did you get into punk and what 
attracted tou to it in the first place? 

HUSH: My family was military. In the 80’s all 
my friends on the base were metal heads. So 
I was introduced to aggressive music and bad 
behavior at an early age. Confining a bunch 
of kids in a fenced in area is a great way to 
breeds problems. The problems our parents 
warned us about. Those were violent times. 
It wasn’t till I was in high school in Tennes¬ 
see, the middle of nowhere, that I discovered 
punk rock and stopped getting into so much 
trouble. I started skate boarding and meet¬ 
ing punk kids. The power of the mixed tape 
changed everything. Friends would make me 
tapes. Like 7 SECONDS on one side CORO- 
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CHRONICLE A.D, CONTRAVENE, GRIM- 
PLE, WAKE UP ON FIRE, DESOLATION, 
GUIDED CRADLE, KAKISTOCRACY, NUX 
VOMICA, THE HOLY MOUNTAIN, CAVE 
CANEM, HAWG JAW, SKELETON WITCH, 
IRON LUNG, SHANK, LEECH MILK, 
WORDS THAT BURN, DIE SCREAMING, 
LEX VEGAS, HELLEN KELLER, COUGH, 
CAPSULE, THE BRICKS, NEGATIVE FEED¬ 
BACK and more I’m sure I’m forgetting. 

PE: Did you ever receive much encour¬ 
agement regarding your art while growing 
up? From your parents, school, etc.? 
HUSH: My parents were always very sup¬ 
portive of me being into the arts. Not that they 
liked everything I drew. Being crazy religious 
they had a hard time with my depictions of 
skulls and monsters. Mixed with the Devil’s 
music, I put them on the war path fairly often. 

I owe my parents and their religion for making 
me who I am today. Punk till the day I die and 
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NER on the other. Metal and punk blurred to¬ 
gether for me. No one there was strictly one 
sided. Underground music was fairly hard for 
us to find. All our punk came from the mall. 
SUICIDAL TENDENCIES, DESCENDENTS, 
BLACK FLAG, DEAD KENNEDIES, MINOR 
THREAT. There was no internet. No zines. No 
direction. Just Thrasher magazine. 

I began sneaking out to shows when I 
was 18. Only theJocal metal shows were all 
ages. Punk shows were always in bars. But 
bars were all 18+ then. I drew flyers and demo 
tape covers for friends bands. I even did some 
hand drawn skate decks. I was terrible at skat¬ 
ing but everyone liked my decks. 

Once I moved to Savannah Georgia I 
began to meet a more diverse crowd. This is 
where I started to find real underground mu¬ 
sic. A whole world of people from every where 
with their own ideas. Shows and distros, zines 
and books. There was so much I had never 
seen or heard of before. Crust and sludge 
made up the local scene. Bands like DAMAD, 
TANK 18, and DAS KRIMINAL. I fell in love 
quick. So brutal. And the way everyone lived 
was so against what I had ever seen. Living 
in groups and working just enough to get by. 
Life did not have to end with work. So much 
more time for drawing and adventure. I began 
doing more flyers and record covers and after 




don’t go to heaven. 

All my family has been a part of the 
church. My father could have been an artist. 
He can draw but never developed the drive to 
do it. He was never allowed to draw. His par¬ 
ents made him work at an early age. Art was a 
waste of time. Despite the world around them 
being plastered in advertisement and illustra¬ 
tions. This led to my parents push for me to 
keep drawing. My school grades were low but 
I passed. When I started doing art shows in 
colleges and coffee shops It started to seem 
more like a real direction. 

PE: What is your preferred medium in 
which you create your artwork? 

HUSH: My favorite medium is the average 
everyday crappy ball point pen. I can get a 
full range of tones and textures. Lines I find to 
be restrictive. So I’m always looking for ways 
to avoid flattening an image with an outline. I 
use acrylic paints and water color when I work 
in color. Which is rare. My work is practically 
finger painting these days. Ill work the surface 
to death and set upon it with razor blades to 
build up textures. The nastier the better. I love 
good textures. It really pushes the emotion 
and power through the destruction of line. 
One of the most influential artist in my life is 
George Pratt. His most known works are in 
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Boarts started the zine 20 years ago. When I 
was starting to really nose around in the un¬ 
derground scene in Savannah GA. My friend 
Victoria, singer for DAMAD at the time, turned 
me on to the zine. I remember her teaching all 
us young punks how to sew patches and peg 
our pants. She basically steered us in the right 
direction on everything punk. Well, she used 
to give me copies of S & L and one day sug¬ 
gested I send off a drawing to Chris. I did and 
after the second or third one Chris wrote me 
and said I was hired. I think I missed two is¬ 
sues in the whole ten years. And I think those 
illustrations are some of my best works. 

PE: Any particular artists or illustrators 
that have inspired you while you were 
growing up? Any current artists? 

HUSH: Artist who work similar to the way I 
do really move me. I’m into “hands-on” art. 
Art I can comprehend and relate to. Work 
you can stare closely at for hours. Drool 
over every accent or texture. Bosch was 
one of my biggest early influences followed 
by Durer and Dore. They taught me detail 
overload was the way to go. I love to hide 
things in my drawings. 

I love to see punk art. Or seeing 
punk kids draw. Most of it is so raw, bleak 
and untrained. Its subject matter can go 
anywhere from over, the top offensive to 
heart wrenching beauty. There are not 
many boundaries. Its a subversive level 
that most of the world cannot accept or un¬ 
derstand. It’s ours specifically. Punks who 
create. It’s a wonderful thing and I believe 
it will leave behind proof of out existence in 
this ever changing world. 

The imagination of illustrators like 
John Tenniel (Alice and Wonderland ) and 
Arthur Rackham. The depictions of real 
life and the importance of the little things is 
what I love about Norman Rockwell, who 
was also a huge influence in my Slug and 
Lettuce covers. His moods and composi¬ 
tions and were genius. Old sci-fi and horror 
paper back covers. Early 1900s illustrators 
in general. Wild life art. I used to be a big 
wildlife artist when I was in high school. 
Even in my illustrations and flyers today. I 
love using animals. A lot of comic artist and 
their techniques work their way into my 
drawings. Comics are a great source for af¬ 
fordable art. It’s not far off from the ideals of 
Kathy Kollwitz. Her idea was to create art 



kid making life hard for them. Or maybe 
security guards don’t get jobs in museums 
because they love art. 

PE: Did you go to an art school and if so 
what were your experiences? 

HUSH: After a year in the factory I attend 
art college. After going I wouldn’t suggest 
it. It was what I needed to get myself out 
of my home town in Tennessee and intro¬ 
duced to a far more diverse crowd. But I 
think art school is a business run by rotten 
characters that have interest in art. Artist 
and people interested in art should group 
together and learn through an exchange of 
ideas and techniques. I learned more from 
the people around me than I ever did in 
school. You are basically going into a life¬ 
time of debt, by taking prerequisites that will 
keep you anchored in a shit job and away 
from the drawing board. One of my biggest 
problems is working eight hours a day then 
coming home exhausted trying to draw. But 
everyone should make their own decisions. 

PE: Has technology helped or hindered 
artists and illustrators? In what was? 
Advice for budding artists? 

HUSH: Keep drawing and stay punk. I’m 
not too into computers. I understand it’s 
use as a tool. I’ll use it for color separations 
or text and layouts. But computer gener¬ 
ated art and painter programs are hard for 
me to accept because it doesn’t really ex¬ 
ist. No matter what it will still just be a color 
copy. But that’s arguable today with life so 
dependent on computers. Life seems to 
be more real on the computer than off of it. 
Wow, that’s a dooming thought. If you want 
to make a living in the art world technology 
is a must. Advertising and graphic design 
jobs are endless. Without computer know¬ 
how its impossible to do. I prefer to work a 
shit job to pay the bills and do art my way 
for myself. I love having ink stained hands. 
Part of the payoff of creating something is 
the mess. 

PE: You’re good friends with BARON¬ 
ESS and KYLESA. In which ways do 
you help each other? 

HUSH: Both BARONESS and KYLESA 
are some of the greatest musicians and 
people I’ve ever encountered. So much 


large but so interconnected. It's all friends 
helping friends. Its hard to find a town that 
someone doesn’t know someone you 
know somewhere. Doing art for bands, 
Slug and Lettuce and selling my Hush art 
zines and prints on the road has gotten my 
name around a good bit and has helped 
me get more and more art jobs. I pretty 
much stay swamped these days. 

I’ve seen and done a lot of things 
over the years that never would have hap¬ 
pened if I had not quit that job, ruined that 
relationship or slacked on a deadline or 
two... Just by jumping in the van with those 
characters. 

PE: I have noticed from your MySpace page 
that you really love being out and about? 

HUSH: I live a life of total adventure. 
Whether it’s touring, wandering through 
the woods or exploring creepy sub-base¬ 
ments in Cinncinati. I’m a sucker for urban 
exploration. I moved uptotheAppalachain 
mountains for the freedom of movement. 

I find the mountains inexhaustible. There 
is always some where to go. Something 
to do or explore. Roaming around through 
craggy ravines with my dog, swimming in 
rivers, jumping off cliffs and train trestles, 
rope swings. My personal favorite is stroll¬ 
ing for miles through bat infested caverns. 
Its all here and it’s free. No night at the bar 
can compare to sitting atop high peaks 
watching lightning storms come over the 
mountains miles away. So much room to 
breath and so few people to ruin it. And no 
matter where you go you’ll find punks and 
shows. Small towns are riddled with them. 

www.myspace.com/hushillustration 

Much more of Jeremy’s art is featured 
in the digital version of PE #58. 


Sri . . ; 

• ^c#: 


Triple Threat: Jeremy Clark, John 
Dyer Baizley and Marald: three of the 
punk community’s most talented art¬ 
ists in one photograph. 
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CUR1IEKT AVAILABLE 
MUSIC RELEASES... 


POLICE BASTARD / WAR// WARTON / PYROKLAST AMEBIX Redux LP/CD RESISTANT CULTURE All AGRIMONIA Host of the 


PLAGUE split LP 
Raging crust punk from veterans 
on both side of the Atlantic (ex- 
DOOM, PROVOKED, etc). Great 
music & nicely packaged. 


split LP 

WARTORN contribute two new 
epic length crust tracks backed by 
six mad blasts from PYROKLAST. 
Includes cool new art by Hush. 


Incredible new versions of three 
classics recorded with the new line¬ 
up on modern gear. Vinyl comes 
with patch and MP3 download. Also 
available from iTunes, eMusic, etc. 


One Struggle LP 
Second full length now available on 
ltd. edition vinyl (includes gatefold 
sleeve & poster. RC are tribal grind 
with strong political ideals. 


Winged CD (LP on Skuld) 
Second full length of RC now avail¬ 
able on ltd. edition vinyl (includes 
gatefold sleeve & poster. RC are trib¬ 
al grind with strong political ideals. 



DRESDEN Final Hour LP 
An explosive new crust punk 
band with Bitty from WARTORN 
on vocals, backed by a legion of 
Dis-cbnsin punk veterans. This is 
a standout in a stagnating genre. 


APPALACHIAN TERROR 
UNIT Its Far From Fucking 
Over (Discography Pt 1) CD 
ATU’s LP, 7” and a unreleased 
song on CD. Nicely packaged. 


APPALACHIAN TERROR 
UNIT Greenwashing LP 
ATU’s first LP has seven intense 
& lengthy anarchopunk anthems 
with strong female vocals: Like 
NAUSEA meets 01 POLLOI. 


RESIST Resistography 2CD 
RESIST were one of the main @-punk 
standard bears of the early 90’s. This 
2xCD set includes their entire discog¬ 
raphy (both LP’s, 7” and comp tracks) 
plus bonus rare video footage. 


RESISTANT CULTURE 
Welcome to Reality LP / CD 
Debut album from RC with 17 tracks 
of politically-inspired grindcore. One 
of Jesse Pintado’s (NAPALM DEATH, 
TERRORIZOR) final recordings. 


MASSMORD / SHADES OF 
GREY split LP/CD 
A pair of dark political crust bands 
from Sweden that compliment one 
another perfectly. Crunching guitars, 
gruff vocals and killer production. 


BLACKOUT StoptheClockCD 
Second full-length album from Mpls. 
punx BLACKOUT with 10 new punk 
rock and roll anthems. Musically like 
ASSRASH meets early MOTORHEAD 
n a whiskey fueled bar-room brawl. 


IMPERIAL LEATHER Do You Know 
Where Your Children Are? LP/CD 
Their second full length with nine new 
sing-along tracks with a sound taking 
cue from classic 80’s American hard¬ 
core bands. Upbeat but with dark side. 


BLACKOUT sel-titled CD 
Debut album from punk Mpls all-stars 
BLACKOUT (ex-PROVOKED, ASS¬ 
RASH, etc.) playing MOTORHEAD 
style punk rock and roll with awesome 
lyrics. Vinyl on Aborted Society Rec. 


WARCOLLAPSE Defy LP/CD 
Second full length album from this 
mythical Swedish crust bad that has 
shied away from tours and gigging. 
Twelve heavy tracks with a crust-as- 
fuck outlook. Vinyl repress this fall. 



ASS Sink CD 

A short but sweet CD EP from one of 
the best bands Mpls. punk of the 00’s. 
Sadly now broken up, these four new 
tracks and FAGATRON cover serves as 
final testament to the band called ASS. 


IMPERIAL LEATHER Antibodies 7" 
Theis four-song EP is a direct follow 
up to IMPERIAL LEATHER’S debut LP 
on PE Records. Four incredibly catchy 
songs that will have you singing (and 
pogo-ing) along with glee!! 


V/A They’ve Taken Everything 2xCD 
A memorial CD to deceased ICONS OF 
FILTH vocalist Stig. 35 tracks from likes 
of MISERY, PHOBIA, HARD SKIN, THE 
OPPRESSED, M.D.C., RESIST AND 
EXIST, BEHIND ENEMY LINES, etc. 


MURDER DISCO X Ground 
Zero Stuttgart LP/CD 
Debut full length from this international 
band calling Stuttgart, Germany home. 
Twelve tracks with energetic 80’s UK 
hardcore punk influences. 


STATEOF FEAR DiscographyC D 
STATE OF FEAR were the first US 
punk band to embrace the early 80’s 
Scandinavian sounds. Gathered here 
is their complete discography and a 
lasting benchmark for those to follow. 






































